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THE FIFTH EDITION. 


[ PRICE ONE SHILLING AND SIX-PENCE» 1 


O Mrs. GREFILER 


MADAM, 


| 2 requeſting your permiſſion to addreſs the 
© following pages ta you, which as they 
aim themſelves to be critical, require every pro- 

tection and allowance that approving taſte or 

' friendly prejudice can give them, I yet ven- 
tured to mention no other motive than the gra- 

tification of private friendſhip and eſteem. Had 

I ſuggeſted a hope that your implied approba- 

tion would give a ſanttion to their defetts, 

your particular reſerve, and diſhike to the re- 
putation of critical tafle, as well as of poetical 
talent, would have made you refuſe the pro- 

tection of your name to ſuch a purpoſe. Ho- 

ever, I am not ſo ungrateſul as now to attempt 

to combat this diſpofition in you. I ſhall not 

here preſume to argue that the preſent tale 

of poetry claims and expects every afpiſtance 

that taſte and example can afford it: nor en- 

deavour to prove that a faſtidious concealment 
of the moſt elegant produttions of judgment and 

fancy is an ill return for the poſſeſſion of thoſe 
A ende 


— - 


il 


endowments.—Continue to deceive yourſelf in 
the idea that you are known only to be emi= 
nently admired and regarded for the valuable 
qualities that attach private friendſhips, and 
the graceful talents that adorn converſation. 
"Enough of what you have written, has 
flolen into full public notice ta anſwer my 
purpoſe; and you will, perhaps, be the only 
perſon, converſant in elegant literaturez who 
ſhall read this addreſs and not perceive that by 
publiſhing your particular approbation of the 
following drama, I have a more intereſted object 
than to boaſt the true reſpect and regard with 
which | | | 


I have the honour to be, 
MADAM, 
Your very ſiucere, 


And obedient humble ſervant, 


R. B. SHERIDAN, 


PR UL 0 @VU K 


By the Honorable RICHARD FITZPATRICK. 


HE Siſter Muſes, whom theſe realms obey, 
Who o'er the Drama hold divided ſway, 
Sometimes, by evil counſellors, 'tis ſaid 
Like carth-born potentates have been miſled : 
In thoſe gay days of wickedneſs and wit, 
When Villiers criticiz'd what Dryden writ, 
The Tragick Queen, to pleaſe a taſteleſs crow'd, 
Had learn'd to bellow, rant, and roar ſo loud, 
That frighten'd Nature, her beſt friend before, 
The bluſt'ring beldam's company forſwore. 
Her comic Siſter, who had wit tis true, 
With all her merits, had her failings too ; 
And would ſometimes in mirthful moments uſe 
A ſtyle too flippant for a well-bred Muſe, 
Then female modeſty abaſh'd began 
To ſeek the friendly refuge of the fan, 
Awhile behind that flight entrenchment ſtood, 
Till driv'n from thence, ſhe left the ſtage for good. 
In our more pious, and far chaſter times ! 
Theſe ſure no longer are the Muſe's crimes ! 
But ſome complain that, former faults to ſhun, 
The reformation to extremes has run. 
The frantick hero's wild delirium paſt, 
Now infipidity ſucceeds bombaſt; 


Here dullneſs ſeems her drowſy court to keep, 
And we, are ſcarce awake, whilſt you are faſt aſleep. 


So flow Melpomene's cold numbers creep, 


A 2 Thalia, 


r Got. 
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PROLOGUE. 


Thalia, once ſo ill behav'd and rude, 

Reform'd ; is now become an arrant prude, 
Retailing nightly to the yawning pit, 

The pureſt morals, undefil'd by wit! 

Our Author offers in theſe motley ſcenes, 

A ſlight remonſtrance to the Drama's queens, 
Nor let the goddeſſes be over nice; 

Free ſpoken ſubjects give the beſt advice. 
Although not quite a novice in his ttade, 

His cauſe to night requires no common aid. 

To this, a friendly, juſt, and pow'rful court, 

I come Ambaſſador to beg ſupport. 

Can he undaunted, brave the critick's rage ? 

In civil broils, with brother bards engage? 

Hold forth their errors to the publick eye, 

Nay more, &en News-papers themſelves defy ? 
Say, muſt his fingle arm encounter all? 

By numbers vanquiſh'd, een the brave may fall; 
And though no leader ſhould ſucceſs diſtruſt, 
Whoſe troops are willing, and whoſe cauſe is juſt ; 
To bid ſuch hoſts of angry foes defiance, 

His chief dependance muſt be, YouR ALLIANCE, 


d 
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DRAMATIS 


DRAMATIS PERSONA 


Dangle —— Mr. Dopp. 

Sneer — Mr. PALMER, 

Sir Fretful Plagiary, Mr. Paxs ons. 
Signor Paſticcio Ritornello, Mr. DRrrivi. 

Interpreter Mr. BaDDELEY. 

Under Prompter — Mr. PHILLIMORE., 

AND 

Puff —ͤ— Mr. Kine, 

Mrs. Dangle — Mrs. Horktxs. 

Italian Girls Miſs FitLD, and the 


Miſs ABrAms. 


Characters of the TRAGEDY. 


Lord Burleigh Mr. Moopv. 
Governor of Tilbury Fort, Mr, WRIGHTEN. 
Earl of Leiceſter Mr. FARREN. 
Sir Walter Raleigh —— Mr. Bon rox 
Sir Chriſtopher Hatton — Mr. WaLpzoN. 
Maſter of the Horſe ——— Mr. Kexnyy 
Beefeater — — Mr. WIr. 
Juſtice — — Mr. Pac. 
Son — — —— Mr. LAuasR. 
Conſtable — —— Mr. FAwezrr. 
Thames — Mr. Gawonx. 
AND ü 
Don Ferolo Whiſkerandos, Mr. BANxxISTER, jun. 
1ſt Niece — Miſs CoLter, 


2d Niece — — Miſs KI IBV. 
Juſtice's Lady — — Mrs. JOHNSTON, 


Confidant — — Mrs. BRAbshaw. 
AND 


Tilburina Miſs Pore. 


Guards, Conſtables, Servants, Chorus, Rivers, At- 
tendants, &c, &c, 


S E EN TU I 


Mr. and Mrs. DAN LE at Breakfaſt, and 
reading Newſpapers, 


DANGLE (reading.) 


* RUTUS to Lorxp NorTa,”—* Letter 
2 the ſecond on the STATE oF THE 
cc ArkMyY”—Pſhaw! © To the firſt J daſh 


„D of the A— daſh Y. —“ Genuine Ex- 


© tract of a Letter from ST. Krrr's.“—“ Cox- 
% HEATH INTELLIGENCE.” —“ It is now confi- 
« dently aſſerted that Stx CHARLES HARDY.“ — 
Pſhaw !—Nothing but about the fleet, and the 
nation I- and I hate all politics but theatrical 
politics, — Where's the MokxIxG CHRONICLE ? 


Mrs. DAN. 
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Mrs, DANGLE. 
Yes, that's your gazette, 
| DANGLE. 


So, here we have it. 

&« Theatrical intelligence extraordinary, 
«© We hear there is a new tragedy in rehearſal at 
«© Drury-Lane Theatre, call'd the Spax1sn AR- 
* MADA, ſaid to be written by Mr, Pur, a 
& pentleman well known in the theatrical 
« world; if we may allow ourſelves to give 
ce credit to the report of the performers, who, 
ce truth to ſay, are in general but indifferent 
* judges, this piece abounds with the moſt 
ce ſtriking and received beauties of modern 
«© compoſition” —So! I am very glad my friend 
Purr's tragedy is in ſuch forwardneſs. Mrs. 
Dangle, my dear, you will be very glad to 
hear that Pyrr's traged 


Mrs. DAN GLE. 

Lord, Mr. Dangle, why will you plague me 
about ſuch nonſenſe ?—Now the plays are be- 
gun 1 ſhall have no peace. Isn't it ſufficient to 
make yourſelf ridiculous by your paſſion for the 

theatre, without continually teazing me to join 

you? Why can't you ride your hobby-horſe 
without deſiring to place me on a pillion behind 
you, Mr. Dangle? 


, 
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DANGLE. 
Nay, my dear, I was only going to read 
Mrs. DANG LE. 


No, no; you will never read any thing that's 
worth liſtening to :—you hate to hear about your 
country; there are letters every day with Ro- 
man fignatures, demonſtrating the certainty of 
an invaſion, and proving that the nation 1s ut- 
terly undone. —But you never will read any 
thing to entertain one. 


DANGLE, 


What has a woman to do with politics, Mrs. 


Dangle? 
Mrs. DANGLE. 


And what have you to do with the theatre, 
Mr. Dangle ? Why ſhould you affect the cha- 
rater of a Critic ? I have no patience with you! 
— haven't you made yourſelf the jeſt of all your 
acquaintance by your interference in matters 
where you have no buſineſs? Are not you call'd 
a theatrical Quidnunc, and a mock Mzcenas to 
ſecond-hand authors ? 


DANGLE, 


True; my power with the Managers is pretty 
notorious; but is it no credit to have applica- 
tions from all quarters for my intereſt ?=From 
lords to recommend fidlers, from ladies to get 

B 2 boxes, 


4 THE CRITIC. 


boxes, from authors to get anſwers, and from 
actors to get engagements, 


Mrs. DANGLE. 


Ves, truly; you have contrived, to get a 
ſhare in all the plague and trouble of theatri- 
cal property, without the profit, or even the cre- 
dit of the abuſe that attends it. 


DANGLE. 


I am ſure, Mrs. Dangle, you are no loſer by 
it, however; You have all the advantages of it : 
—mightn't you, . laſt winter, have had the read- 
ing of the new Pantomime a fortnight pre- 
vious to its performance? And doesn't Mr. Foſ- 
brook let you take places for a play before it is 
advertis'd, and ſer you down for a Box for 
every new piece through the ſeaſon? And didn't 
my friend, Mr, Smatter, dedicate his laſt Farce 
to you at my particular requeſt, Mrs. Dangle ? 


Mrs. DAN GL E. 


Yes; but wasn't the Farce damn'd, Mr. 
Dangle? And to be ſure it is extremely pleaſant 
to have one's houſe made the motley rendezvous 
of all the lackeys of literature The very high 
change of trading authors and jobbing critics !— 
Yes, my drawing-room is an abſolute regiſter- 
office for candidate actors, and poets without 
character; then to be continually alarmed with 
Miſſes and Ma'ams piping, hiſteric changes on 

JurrErs 
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JvriErs and DokxIx DAs, Pol Ius and OpR ELIAS; 
and the very furniture trembling at the proba- 
tionary ſtarts and unprovok'd rants of would-be 
RIchAR DS and HaMmLtEeTs !—And what is worſe 
than all, now that the Manager has monopoliz'd 


the Opera-Houſe, haven't we the Signors and 


Signoras calling here, ſliding their ſmooth ſe- 
mibreves, and gargling glib diviſions in their 
outlandiſh throats—with foreign emiſſaries and 


French ſpies, for ought I know, diſguiſed like 
fidlers and figure dancers! 


DANGLE, 
Mercy ! Mrs, Dangle ! 
Mrs. DANGLE., 


And to employ yourſelf ſo idly at ſuch an 
alarming criſis as this too—when, if you had the 
leaſt ſpirit, you would have been at the head of 
one of the Weſtminſter affociations—or trailing 
a volunteer pike in the Artillery Ground ?—Bur 
you—o'my conſcience, I believe if the French 
were landed to-morrow your firſt enquiry 


would be, whether they had brought a theatri- 
cal troop with them. 


DANGLE. 

Mrs, Dangle, it does not fignify—lI ſay the 
ſtage is © the Mirror of Nature, and the ac- 
tors are “ the Abſtract, and brief Chronicles of 
the Time:“ —and pray what can a man of ſenſe 


2 ſtudy 
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6 
ſtudy better? Beſides, you will not eaſily per- 
ſuade me that there is no credit or importance 
in being at the head of a band of critics, who 
take upon them to decide for the whole town, 
whoſe opinion and patronage all writers ſolicit, 
and whoſe recommendation ho. — dates 


refuſe ! | 
Mrs, D A N G L E: 


Ridiculous Both managers and authors of 
the leaſt merit, laugh at your pretenſions.— 
The PvusLic 1s their Cxrric- without whoſe 
fair approbation they know no play can reſt on 
the ſtage, and with whoſe applauſe they welcome 
ſuch attacks as yours, and laugh'at the malice 
of them, where they can't at the wit. 

DANGLE. 

Very well, Madam—very well, 


Enter SERVANT. 


SERVANT. 

Mr. Sneer, Sir, to wait on you. 

DANGLE. 

O, ſhew Mr. Sneer up. [ Exit Servant. 
Plague on't, now we muſt appear loving and 
affectionate, or Sneer will hitch us into a ſtory, 

Mrs. DANGLE. 


With all my heart; you can't be more ridicu- 
lous than you are. 


DAN. 
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DANGLE. 


You are enough to provoke 


Enter Mr. SN E ER. 


—Hah! my dear Sneer, I am vaſtly glad to ſee 
you. My dear, here's Mr, Sneer. 


Mrs. DANGLE. 
Good morning to you, Sir, 
DANGLE. 


Mrs. Dangle and I have been diverting our- 
ſclves with the papers.—Pray, Sneer, won't you 
go to Drury-lane theatre the firſt night of 
Puff's tragedy? ? | 

l 


Yes; but I ſuppoſe one ſhan't be able to get 
in, for on the firſt night of a new piece they 
always fill the houſe with orders to ſupport it. 
But here, Dangle, I have brought you two 
pieces, one of which you muſt exert your- 
ſelf to make the managers accept, I can tell 
you that, for 'tis written by a perſon of conſe- 
quence. 1 
DAN GLE. 

So! Now my plagues are beginning ! 
SNEER. 


Aye, I am glad of it, for now you'll be 
happy. Why, my dear Dangle, it is a plea- 
B 4 ſure 
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ſure to ſee how you enjoy your volunteer fa- 
tigue, and your folicited ſolicitations, 
DANGLE. | 

It's a great trouble—yet, egad, its pleaſant 
too. Why, ſometimes of a morning, I have a 
dozen people call on me at breakfaſt time, 
whoſe faces I never ſaw before, nor ever deſire 
to ſee again. 

5 8 N E E R. 

That muſt be very pleaſant indeed! 


DAN GLE. 


And not a week but ] receive fifty letters, 
and not a line in them about any buſineſs of my 
own. | 

SNEER 


An amufing correſpondence ! 
DANGLE (reading.) 
« Burſts into tears, and exit.” What, is 


this a tragedy ! 


SNEER. 


No, that's a genteel comedy, not a tranſla- 
tion—only taken from the French; it is written 
in a ſtile which they have lately tried to run 
down; the true ſentimental, and nothing ridi- 


culous in it from the beginning to, the end. 


Mrs, PA N- 
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Mrs. DAN GLE. 


Well, if they had kept to that, I ſhould 
not have been ſuch an enemy to the ſtage, there 
was ſome edification to be got from thoſe pieces, 
Mr. Sneer! 


8 NE ER. 


I am quite of your opinion, Mrs. Dangle; 


the theatre in proper hands, might certainly 


be made the ſchool of morality ; but now, I am 
ſorry to ſay it, people ſeem to go there princi- 
pally for their entertainment! 

Mrs. DANGLE. 


It would have been more to the credit of the 
Managers to have kept it in the other line. 


SNEER. 


Undoubtedly, Madam, and hereafter perhaps 
to have had it recorded, that in the midſt of a 
luxurious and diſſipated age, they preſerv'd t. 
houſes in the capital, where the converſation 
was always moral at leaſt, if not entertaining ! 


DANGLE. 

Now, egad, I think the worſt alteration is in 
the nicety of the audience. No double enten- 
dre, no ſmart inuendo admitted ; even Van- 
burgh and Congreve obliged to undergo a 
bungling reformation ! 

; SNEER. 
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8 N E E R. 

Yes, and our prudery in this reſpect is juſt on 
a par with the artificial baſhfulneſs of a courte- 
zan, who encreaſes the bluſh upon her cheek in 
an exact proportion to the diminution of her 
modeſty, 

DANGLE. 

Sneer can't even give the Public a good 
word But what have we * rd ſeems a 
very odd — . | 

SNEER. | 

8 that's a comedy, on a very new plan; 
replete with wit and mirth, yet of a moſt ſeri- 
our moral! You ſee it is call'd © Taz RE- 
FORMED HouSEBREAKER;” where, by the mere 
force of humour, noUSEBREAXING is put into ſo 
ridiculous a light, that if the piece has its proper 
run, I have no doubt but that bolts and bars will 
be entirely uſeleſs by the end of the ſeaſon, 


Egad, this is new indeed! 
SNEER 


Yes; it is written by a particular friend of 
mine, who has diſcovered that the follies and foi- 
bles of ſociety, are ſubjects unworthy the notice 
of the Comic Muſe, who ſhould be taught to ſtoop = 
only at the greater vices and blacker crimes of 
humanity—gibbeting capital offences in five acts, 


and pillorying petty larcenies in two, —In ſhort, 
his 


THE CRITIC. II 
his idea is to dramatize the penal laws, and 
make the ſtage a court of eaſe to the Old Bailey. 
| DANGLE. 

It is truly moral. 


Enter SERVANT. 
Sir Fretful Plagiary, Sir, 


DAN GL E. 


Beg him to walk up. [ Exit Servant. ] Now, 
Mrs. Dangle, Sir Fretful Plagiary is an author 
to your own taſte. 


Mrs. D AN G L E. 
l confeſs he is a favourite of mine, becauſe 
_ body elſe abuſes him. 
8 N E E R. 
Very much to the credit of your charity, 
Madam, if not of your judgment. 
DAN GLE. 


But, egad, he allows no merit to any author 


but himſelf, that's the truth on't—tho' he's my 
friend, 


SNEER. 


Never. —He is as envious as an old maid 
verging on the deſperation of ſix- and- thirty: 
and then the inſiduous humility with which he 
ſeduces you to give a free opinion on any of his 

works, 
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works, can be exceeded only by the petulant 
arrogance with which he is ſure to reject your 


obſervations. 
DANGLE. 


Very true, egad—tho' he's my friend. 


SNEER. 


Then his affected contempt of all newſpa- 
per ſtrictures ; tho', at the ſame time, he is the 
ſoreſt man alive, and ſhrinks like ſcorch'd parch- 
ment from the fiery ordeal of true criticiſin : 
yet is he ſo covetous of popularity, that he 
had rather be abuſed than not mentioned at 


all. 
DANGLE. 
There's no denying it—tho? he is my friend. 
8 NE E R. 


You have read the tragedy he has juſt fi- 
niſned, haven't you? 
DAN GLE. 
O yes; he ſent it to me yeſterday. 
8 NE E R. 
Well, and you think it execrable, don't you ? 
DANGLE. 


Why between ourſelves, egad I muſt own— 
tho' he's my friend—that it is one of the moſt 
——— He's 
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int 


* — He's here [ Afide]—finiſhed and moſt ad- 

mirable perform 

(Sir Fretful witlont.] Mr. Sneer with him, 
did you ſay ? 
Enter Sir FRETFUL. 

a- Ah, my dear friend —Egad, we were juſt ſpeak- 
he ing of your Tragedy.—Admirable, Sir Fretful, 
h- admirable ! | 
"is SNEER. 
e You never did any thing beyond it, Sir Fret- 
at ful never in your life. 


Sir FRE TF Ul. 
You make me extremely happy; — for without 
J. a compliment, my dear Sneer, there isn't a 


man in the world whoſe judgment I value as I 
do yours.—And Mr. Dangle's. 


Mrs. DANGLE. 
They are only laughing at you, Sir Fretful ; 
for it was but juſt now that 
DANGLE. 
Mrs. Dangle !—Ah, Sir Fretful, you know 
: Mrs. Dangle.—My friend Sneer was rallying 
juſt now—He knows how ſhe admires you, 


Sr FRETFUL, 


O Lord I am ſure Mr. Sneer has more taſte 
and ſincerity than to——A damn'd double-faced 


fellow! [Alde. 
I D A N- 
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DANGLE. t 
Yes, yes,—Sneer will jeſt—but a better hu- 
mour'd—— ' 
Sir FRETFUL 
O, I know—— 
RE FE! FE 
He has a ready turn for ridicule—his wit 
coſts- him nothing. | 
Sir FRETFUL, 


No, egad, —or I ſhould wonder how he came 
by it. [ Aſide, 
Mrs. DANG LE. 

Becauſe his jeſt is always at the expence of 
his friend. 


DANGLE. 

But, Sir Fretful, have you ſent your play to 
the managers yet ?—or can I be of any ſervice to 
you ? | 

Sir FRETF UL. 

No, no, I thank you; I believe the piece 
had ſufficient recommendation with it.—I thank 
you tho'. I ſent it to the manager of CovExx- 
GarDEN THEATRE this morning. 


SNEER. 


I ſhould have thought now, that it might 
have been caſt (as the actors call it) better at 
Davay-Laxs, | 
Sir FRE,T- 


U- 


it 


le. 
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Sir FRETF UI. 
O lud! no—never ſend a play there while 
I live—harkee! ¶ I biſpers Sneer.] 
SN E E R. 
Writes himſelf I know he does 
Sir FRETF UL. 


I fay nothing—I take away from no man's 
merit am hurt at no man's good fortune I ſay 
nothing. —But this I will ſay through all my 
knowledge of life, I have obſerved- that there 
is not a paſſion ſo ſtrongly rooted in the human 
heart as envy! 


SNEER. 


I believe you have reaſon for what you ſay, 


indeed. 
Sir FRETFUL 


Beſides—I can tell you it is not always ſo ſafe 
to leave a play in the hands of thoſe who write 
themſelves. 


NE ER. 
What, they may. ſteal from them, hey, my 
dear Plagiary ? 
Sir FRETFUL, 


Steal !—to be ſure they may; and, egad, ſerve 
your beſt thoughts as gypſies do ſtolen children, 
disfigure them to make 'em paſs for their own, 


SNEER, 
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S NE ER. 


But your preſent work is a ſacrifice to Melpo- 
mene, and HE, you know, never—— 


er FRETFUL, 

That's no ſecurity,—A dext'rous plagiariſt 
may do any thing. —Why, Sir, for ought J 
know, he might take out ſome of the beſt 
things in my tragedy, and put them into his 
own comedy, 

S NE E R. 


That might be done, I dare be ſworn. 


Sir FRETFUL. 


And then, if ſuch a perſon gives you the | 
leaſt hint or aſſiſtance, he is deviliſh apt to take 
the merit of the whole, — 


DANGLE, 
If it ſucceeds. 
Sir FRETFUL, 


Aye, —but with regard to this piece, I think 
I can hit that gentleman, for J can ſafely ſwear 
he never read it, 


8SNE EER. 
PI] tell you how you may hurt him more— 
Sir F R ETF UL. 
How _ 


t 
I 
t 
8 
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S NE E R. 
Swear he wrote it. 
Sr FR ETF Ul. 
Plague on't now, Sneer, I ſhall take it ill.— 1 


believe you want to take away my character as 


an author ! 
7 SNE EER. 


Then I am ſure you ought to be very much 
oblig'd to me. 
Sir FRETFUL 
Hey !—Sir !— 
DANGLE. 
O you know, he never means what he ſays, 


Sir FRTEFUL 


Sincerely then—you do like the piece ? 


SNEER. 
Wonderfully ! 


Sir FRETFUL 
But come now, there mult be ſomething that 
you think might be mended, hey?—Mr. Dangle, 
has nothing ſtruck you ? | 
DANGLE. 
Why faith, it is but an ungracious thing for 
the moſt part to 
Sir FRET F UL. 


— With moſt authors it is juſt ſo indeed; 


they are in general ſtrangely tenacious!—Butr, for 
C my 


- Car 
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my part, I am never ſo well pleaſed as when a 
judicious critic points out any defect to me; for 
what is the purpoſe of ſhewing a work to a 
friend, if you don't mean to profit by his opi- 


nion ? 
SNEER., 


Very true. Why then, tho? I ſeriouſly ad- 
mire the piece upon the whole, yet there is one 
ſmall objection; which, if you'll give me leave, 


I'll mention. 
AS TF U kb 


Six, you can't oblige me more. 
S NE E R. 
I think it wants incident. 
GH FAESTFUL, 
Good God !—you ſurprize me !—wants in- 


cident |— 
SNEER. 


Yes; I own I think the incidents are too 


few. 
— FF SESTS HM ib 


Good God !—Believe me, Mr. Sneer, there 
is no perſon for whoſe judgment I have a more 
implicit deference, —But I proteſt to you, Mr. 
Sneer, I am only apprehenſive that the inci- 
dents are too crowded. — My dear Dangle, 
how does it ſtrike you? | 


DANGLE. 


Really I can't agree with my friend Sneer.—l 
think 
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think the plot quite ſufficient; and the four firſt acts 
by many degrees the beſtI ever read or ſaw in my 
life, If I might venture to ſuggeſt any thing, 
it is that the intereſt rather falls off in the fifth, — 
Sir FRETF UI. 
—Riſes; I believe you mean, Sir. 
DAN G. L E. 
No; I don't upon my word. 
Sr FRETFUL 
Yes, yes, you do upon my ſoul—it certainly 
don't fall off, I aſſure you—No, no, it don't 


fall off, : 
DANGLE. 


Now, Mrs. Dangle, didn't you fay it ſtruck 
you in the ſame light ? | 
Mrs. DANGLE. 


No, indeed, I did not—l did not fee a fault in 
any part of the play from the beginning to the 


end. 
Gr FRETF IU il. 


Upon my ſoul the women are the beſt jud- 


ges after all! 
Mrs. DAN GLE. 


Or if I made any objection, I am ſure it 
was to nothing in the piece; but that I was afraid 
it was, on the whole, a little too long, 


Sr FRETFUL, 


Pray, Madam, do you ſpeak as to duration of 
C 2 time; 
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time; or do you mean that the ſtory is tediouſly 


ſpun out? ä 
Mrs. DAN GLE. 


O Lud! no. I ſpeak only with reference to 


the uſual length of acting plays. 


Sir FRET F UL. 


Then I am very happy very happy indeed, 
— becauſe the play is a ſhort play, a remarkably 
ſhort play: I ſhould not venture to differ with a 
lady on a point of taſte; but, on theſe occa- 
ſions, the watch, you know, is the critic. 


Mrs. DANGLE. 
Then, I ſuppoſe, itmuſt have been Mr. Dangle's 
drawling manner of reading it to me. 
Sir FRET FUL 


O, if Mr. Dangle read it ! that's quite ano- 
ther affair !—But I aſſure you, Mrs, Dangle, the 
firſt evening you can ſpare me three hours and 
an half, I'll undertake to read you the whole 
from beginning to end, with the Prologue and 
Epilogue, and allow time for the muſic between 
the acts. | 

Mrs. DANGLE. 
I hope to ſee it on the ſtage next. 
DANGLE. 
Well, Sir Fretful, I wiſh you may be able to 


get 
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get rid as eaſily of the news- paper criticiſms as 
you do of ours.— 
Sir FRETFUL 


The News-PaPers !—Sir, they are the moſt 
villainous— licentious — abominable— infernal 
Not that I ever read them—No—l make it 
a rule never to look into a news-paper, 

DANGLE. 

You are quite right—for it certainly muſt 
hurt an author of delicate feclings to fee the li- 
berties they take 

Sir FRETF Ul. 

No! — quite the contrary; — their abuſe 
is, in fact, the beſt panegyric—I like it of all 
things. — An author's reputation is only in dan- 
ger from their ſupport. 

Mr. 8 NE E R. 


Why that's true and that attack now on you 


ok ans 
Sir FRETFUL, 


—— What? where ? 
DANGLE. 
Aye, you mean in a paper of Thurſday ; it 
was compleatly ill-natur'd to be ſure, 
Sir FRETFUL, 


. O, ſo much the better.— Ha! ha! ha!—l 


wou'dn't have it otherwiſe. 
C 3 Mr. DANGLE, 
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DANGLE. 
Certainly it is only to be laugh'd at; for 
Sir FRE TFUL. 


—You don't happen to recolle& what the 
fellow ſaid, do you ? 


8 N E E R. 


Pray, Dangle Sir Fretful ſeems a little anxi- 


OUS— 
Sir FRETFUL, 


O lud, no !—anxious,—not I, — not the leaſt, 
- But one may as well hear you know. 


DANGLE. 
Sneer, do you recol ect? Make out ſomething. 
[ A/ide, 
SNEER. 


I will, [te Dangle.]—Yes, yes, I remember 
perfectly. 
Sir FR ETF UI. 
Well, and pray now—Not that it ſignifies— 
what might the gentleman ſay ? 


SNEER. 


Why, he roundly aſſerts that you have not 
the ſlighteſt invention, or original genius what- 
ever; tho' you are the greateſt traducer of all 
other authors living. 

Sir FRETF Ul. 


Ha! ha! ha —very good! 
SNEER. 
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SNEER., 


That as to CoMmtDyY, you have not one idea 
of your own, he believes, even in your com- 
mon place-book—where ſtray jokes, and pil- 
fered witticiſms are kept with as much me- 
thod as the ledger of the LosT-and-STOLEN= 


OFFICE, 
Sir FRETFUL, 


—Ha! ha! ha!—very pleaſant! 
SNEER, 
Nay, that you are ſo unlucky as not to have 


the ſkill even to fleal with taſte. But that you 


gleen from the refuſe of obſcure volumes, where 


more judicious plagiariſts have been before you; 


ſo that the body of your work is a compoſition 
of dregs and ſediments—like a bad tavern's 


worſt wine. 
Sir FRETFUL, 


Ha! ha! 

SNEER, 

In your more ſerious efforts, he ſays, your 
bombaſt would be leſs intolerable, if the 
thoughts were ever ſuited to the expreſſion ; 
but the homelineſs of the ſentiment ſtares thro? 
the fantaſtic encumbrance of it's fine language, 
like a clown in one of the new uniforms! 


Sir FRETFUL, 
Ha! ha! 


C 4 SNEER, 
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SNEER, 


That your occaſional tropes and flowers ſuit 
the general coarſeneſs of your ſtile, as tambour 
ſprigs would a ground of linſey-wolſey; while 
your imitations of Shakeſpeare reſemble the 
mimicry of Falſtaff's Page, and are about as 
near the ſtandard of the original. 


Sir FRETFUL 
Ha 
8 NE E R. 
0 —[In ſhort, that even the fineſt paſſages you 
ſteal are of no ſervice to you; for the poverty of 
your own language prevents their aſſimilating; 
ſo that they lie on the ſurface like lumps of 
marl on a barren moor, encumbering what it 
is not in their power to fertilize !— 


Sir FRETFUL. (after great agitation.) 


— Now another perſon would be vex'd at 
this. 
| SNEER. 
Oh! but II wou'dn't have told you, only to di- 
vert you. 

Sir FRE TF Ul. 

I know it I am diverted, —Ha ! ha! ha !— 
not the leaſt invention !—Ha! ha! ha! very 
good !—very good ! 


SNEER, 


at 


li- 
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-$NEER. 
Yes—no genius ! Ha ! ha! ha! 
DANGLE. 


A ſevere rogue ! Ha! ha! ha! But you are 


quite right, Sir Fretful, never to read ſuch non- 


ſenſe. | 
Sir FRETFUL 


To be ſure—for if there is any thing to one's 
praiſe, it is a fooliſh -vanity to be gratifed at it, 
and if it is abuſe, - why one is always ſure to 
hear of it from one damn'd good natur'd friend 
or another! 

Enter SERVANT. 


Sir, there is an Italian gentleman, with a 
French Interpreter, and three young ladies, and 
a dozen muficians, who ſay they are ſent by 
Lapy RonDEav and Mas. Fuce. 


DANGLE. 


Gadſo! they come by appointment. Dear Mrs. 
Dangle do let them know I'll ſee them directly. 


Mrs, DANGLE. 


You know, Mr. Dangle, I ſhan't underſtand 
a word they ſay. 


DANGLE. 


uM 
But you hear there's an interpreter. 


Mrs, DANGLE. 
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Mrs. DANGLE. 
Well, I'll try to endure their complaiſance 
till you come. [Exits 
SERVANT, 


And Mr. Porr, Sir, has ſent word that the 
laſt rehearſal is to be this morning, and that he'll 
call on you preſently, 

' _ DANGLE. 


That's true—l ſhall certainly be at home. 
[Exit Servant. ] Now, Sir Fretful, if you have 
a mind to have juſtice done you in the way of 
anſwer—Egad, Mr. Purr's your man. 

Sic FRETFUL, 

Pſhaw ! Sir, why ſhould IT wiſh to have it an- 

ſwered, when I tell you I am pleaſed at it ? 
DAN GLE. 


True, I had forgot that.— But I hope you 
are not fretted at what Mr. Sncer—— 


Sir FRETFUL 


—Zounds! no, Mr. Dangle, don't I tell 
you theſe things never fret me in the leaſt, 


DANGLE. 
Nay, I only thought—— 
Sir FRETF UI. 


—And let me tell you, Mr. Dangle, tis 
damn'd 
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damn'd affronting in you to ſuppoſe that I am 
hurt, when I tell you I am not, 


SNEER. 
But why ſo warm, Sir Fretful ? 
Sir FRE TFUL. * 


Gadſlife ! Mr. Sneer, you are as abſurd as 
Dangle ; how often muſt I repeat it to you, 
that nothing can vex me but your ſuppoſing it 
poſſible for me to mind the damn'd nonſenſe 
you have been repeating to me and let me tell 
you, if you continue to believe this, you muſt 
mean to inſult me, gentlemen—and then your 
diſteſpect will affect me no more than the news- 
paper criticiſms—and I ſhall treat it—with ex- 
actly the ſame calm indifference and philoſophic 
contempt—and ſo your ſervant, [ Exit. 


SNEER. 


Ha! ha! ha! Poor Sir Fretful ! Now will he 
go and vent his philoſophy in anonymous abuſe 
of all modern critics and authors But, Dangle, 
you muſt get your friend Pure to take me to 
the rehearſal of his tragedy, 


DANGLE. 


Pl] anſwer for'r, he'll thank you for deficing it. 
But come and help me to judge of this muſical 
family ; they are recommended by people of 


conſequence, I aſſure you, 
SNEER, 
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S NE ER. 


I am at your diſpoſal the whole morning 
but I thought you had been a decided critic in 
muſick, as well as in literature? 

DAN GLE. 

So I am- but I have a bad ear. —Efaith, 
Sneer, tho', I am afraid we were a little too ſevere 
on Sir Fretful—tho? he is my friend. 

SN E E R. 


Why, 'tis certain, that unneceſſarily to mor- 
tify the vanity of any writer, is a cruelty which 
mere dulneſs never can deſerve; but where a 
baſe and perſonal malignity uſurps the place of 
literary emulation, the aggreſſor deſerves nei- 
ther quarter nor pity, 
| DANGLE. 

That's true egad !—tho' he's my friend! 


S c EN E I. 


A Drawing Room, Harpſichord, Sc. Ttalian Fa- 
mily, French Interpreter, Mrs. Dangle and Ser- 


vants diſcovered. 
INTERPRETER. 
Je dis madame, ja'i honneur to i:roduce & de 


vous demander votre protection pour le Signor 
PAsriccio RETORNELLO & pour fa charmante 


tamille. 
Signor 
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Signor PASTICCIO. 


Ah! Voſignoria noi vi preghiamo di favori- 
tevi colla voſtra protezione. 


iſ, DAUGHTER, 
Voſignoria fatevi queſti grazzie. 
2d DAUGHTER. 
Si Signora. 
INTERPRETER. 


Madame—me interpret, —C'eſt 3 dire—in 
Engliſh—quils vous prient de leur faire Phon- 


neul— 
Mrs. DANGLE. 


I ſay again, gentlemen, I don't underſtand 
a word you ſay. 


Signor PASTICCIO. 
Queſto Signore ſpieghers. 
INTERPRETER. 


Oui—me interpret.—nous avons les lettres de 
recommendation pour Monſieur Dangle de—— 


Mrs. DANGLE, 
pon my word, Sir, I don't underſtand you. 
Signor PASTICCIO. 
La CoxnTzssaA RoxDEav e noſtra padrona, 
zd DAUGHTER 


Si, padre, & mi LADI Fuck. 
INTERPRETER. 
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INTERPRETER, 


O!l—me interpret Madame, ils diſent—ix 
Engliſh—Qu'ils ont Phonneur d' etre proteges 
de ces Demes.—Z7ou under tand? 


Mrs. DANGLE. 
No, Sir, ——no underſtand ! 


Enter- DANGLE and S NE ER. 
INTERPRETER. 

Ah voici Monſieur Dangle ! 
Al ITALIANS. 

A! Signor Dangle! 
Mrs. DANGLE. 


Mr. Dangle, here are two very civil gentle- 
men trying to make themſelves-underſtood, and 


I don't know which is the interpreter, 
DANGLE. 
Ebien ! 
INTERPRETER. 


Monſieur Dangle—le grand bruit de vos) 
talents pour la critique & de votre intereſt 
avec Meſſieurs les Directeurs a tous les 


Theatres. | 
Signor PASTICCIO. | 


Voſignoria ſiete , fi famoſo par la voſtra 
conoſcenſa e voſtra intereſſa colla le Diret- 


tore da— F 
DANGLE, 


49912801 Suryvadg 
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DAN GLE. 


Egad I think the Interpreter is the hardeſt to 
be underſtood of the two ! 


SNE ER. 
Why I thought, Dangle, you had been an ad- 
mirable linguilt ! 
DANGLE. 
So I am, if they would not talk ſo damn'd 


faſt. 
S NE ER. 


ell I'll explain that - the leſs time we loſe in 
hearing them the better, — for that I ſuppoſe is 
what they are brought here for. 


[ Sneer ſpeats 1o Sig. Paſt, —They ſing trios, 
Sc. Dangle _ out of time. Servant 
enters and whiſpers Dangle. ] 


| DANGLE, 
Shew him up. [Exit Servant. ] 
Bravo! admirable! braviſſimo! admirabliſ- 
fimo !—Ah ! Sneer! where will you find ſuch 
as theſe voices in England ? 


SNEER 


Not eaſily. 
DANGLE. 


But Porr is coming, —Signor and little Sig- 


nora's—obligatifimo !—Spoſa Signora Danglena 
Mrs. 
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— Mrs. Dangle, ſhall I beg you to offer them 
ſome refreſhments, and, take their addreſs in the 
next room. 


Exit Mrs. Dangle with the Italians and 
Interpreter ceremonionſhy.] 


Re-enter SERVAN'T. 
Mr. Porr, Sir! | 


; DANGLE. 
My dear Pure |! 


8 P U F F. 
My dear Dangle, how is it with you? ? 


DANGLE. 


Mr. Sneer, give me leave to introduce Mr. 


PuFF to you. 
P U'F-F, 


Mr. Sneer is this? Sir, he is a gentleman 
whom I have long panted for the honour of 
knowing—a gentleman whoſe- critical talents 
and tranſcendant judgment. 

8 NE E R. 

Dear Sir 

DAN GLE. 


Nay, don't be modeſt, Sneer, my friend Purr 
only _ to you in the ſtile of his profeſſion. 
SNEER., 


TRE|CLEITEC „„ 


SNEER, 
His profeſſion ! 


PUFF, 


Yes, Sir; I make no ſecret of the trade I fol- 
low —among friends and brother authors, 
Dangle knows I love to be frank on the ſub- 
ject, and to advertiſe myſelf viud voce. I am, 
Sir, a Practitioner in Panegyric, or to ſpeak 
more plainly—a Profeſſor of the Art of Puffing, 
at your ſervice or any body elſe's. 

8 NE E R. 

Sir, you are very obliging !—I believe, Mr. 
Puff, I have often admired your talents in the 
daily prints. 

| PUFF. 
Tes, Sir, I flatter myſelf I do as much buſi- 
neſs in that way as any ſix of the fraternity in 
rown—Deviliſh. hard work all the ſummer— 
Friend Dangle! never work'd harder But 
harkee,—the Winter Managers were a little 


ſore I believe. 
DANGLE. 
No—T believe they took it all in good part. 
PUFF. | 
Aye !—Then that muſt have been affectation 
in them, for egad, there were ſome of the at- 


tacks which there was no laughing at 
D SNEER, 
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SNEER. 


Aye, the humorous ones.—But I ſhould think 
Mr. Puff, that Authors would in general be able 
to do this fort of work for themſelves, 


PUFF. 


Why yes—but in a clumſy way.—Beſides, we 


look on that as an encroachment, and ſo take 
the oppoſite ſide.— I dare ſay now you conceive 
half the very civil paragraphs and advertiſe- 
ments you fee, to be written by the parties con- 
cerned, or their friends ?—No fuch thing— 
Nine out of ten, manufactured by me in the 


way of buſineſs, 


SNEER. 
Indeed. 


. 

Even the Auctioneers now—the Auctioneers 
I ſay, tho' the rogues have lately got ſome cre- 
dit for their language—not an article of the 
merit theit's !—take them out of their pulpits, 
and they are as dull as Catalogues. — No, Sir; 
—"twas I firſt enrich'd their ſtyle—'twas I firſt 
taught them to crowd their advertiſements with 
panegyrical ſuperlatives, each epithet riſing 
above the other—like the Bidders in their own 
Au&tion-rooms ! From x they learn'd to enlay 


their phraſcology with variegated chips of exo- 
tic metaphor : by me too their inventive facul- 


3 ties 
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ties were called forth. — Ves Sir, by mt they 
were inſtructed to clothe ideal walls with gra- 
tuitous fruits to inſinuate obſequious rivulets 
into viſionary groves to teach courteous ſhrubs 
to nod their approbation of the grateful ſoil! 
or on emergencies to raiſe upſtart oaks, where 
there never had been an acorn ; to create a de- 
lightful vicinage without the aſſiſtance of a 
neighbour ; or fix the temple of Hygeia in the 
fens of Lincolnſhire ! 


DAN GLE. 


I am ſure you have done them infinite ſer- 
vice; for now, when a gentleman is ruined, he 
parts with his houſe with ſome credit. 


SNEER. 
) Service! if they had any gratitude, they 
g would erect a ſtatue to him, they would figure 
: him as a preſiding Mercury, the god of traffic 


and fiction, with a hammer in his hand inſtead 
of a caduceus,—But pray, Mr. Puff, what firſt 
put you on exercifing your talents in this way ? 


PUFF. 

Egad, fir, —ſheer neceſſity—the proper parent 
of an art ſo nearly allied to invention: you muſt 
know, Mr. Sneer, that from the firſt time I tried 
my hand at an advertiſement, my ſucceſs was 
ſuch, that for ſometime after, I led a moſt ex- 
traordinary life indeed ! a 

D 2 SN EER. 
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ing I had of it. 


SNEER, 
How, pray? 


PUFF. 


Sir, I ſupported myſelf two years entirely by 


my misfortunes. 
SNEER. 


By your misfortunes 
PUFF. 


Ves, Sir, affiſted by long ſickneſs, and other 
occaſional diſorders ; and a very comfortable liv- 


8 N E E R. 


From fickneſs and misfortunes ! Vou prac- 
tiſed as a Doctor, and an Attorney at once? 


PUFF, 


No egad, both maladies and miſeries were 


my own. 
| 8 NE E R. 


Hey !—what the plague! 
DANGLE. 
Tis true, efaith. 
"TV Yo 


Harkee By advertiſements To the cha- 
ritable and humane!” and “ to thoſe whom 


Providence hath bleſſed with affluence!“ 


SNEER, 


Oh, underſtar d you. 
PUFF, 


2 


* 
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And, in truth, I deſerved what I got, for 1 
ſuppoſe never man went through ſuch a ſeries of 
calamities in the ſame ſpace of time !—Sir, I 
was five times made a bankrupt, and reduced 
from a ſtate of affluence, by a train of unavoid- 
able misfortunes ! then, Sir, though a very in- 
duſtriovs tradeſman, I was twice burnt out, 
and loſt my little all, both times I lived 
upon thoſe fires a month.—I1 ſoon after was con- 
fined by a moſt excruciating diſorder, and loſt 
the uſe of my limbs !—That told very well, for 
I had the caſe ſtrongly atteſted, and went about 
to collect the ſubſcriptions myſelf, 


DANGLE. 


Egad, I believe that was when you firſt 
called on me.— 


PUFF, 


An November laſt ?—O no ] was at that 
time a cloſe priſoner in the Marſhalſea, for 
a debt benevolently contraſted to ſerve a 
friend !—I was afterwards, twice tapped for 
a dropſy, which declined into a very profitable 
conſumption II was then reduced to—O no 
—then, I became a widow with fix helpleſs 
children, —after having had eleven huſbands 
preſſed, and being left every time eight months 

| D 3 gone 
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gone with child, and without money to get 
me into an hoſpital ! 


SNEER. 


And you bore all with patience, I make na 
doubt? 


PUFF. 


Why, yes, —tho' I made ſome occaſional at- 
ter1pts at felo de ſe; but as I did not find thoſe 
raſh actions anſwer, I left off killing myſelf very 
ſoon.— Well, Sir,—at laſt, what with bankrupt- 
cies, fires, gouts, dropſies, impriſonments, and 
other valuable calamities, having got together 
a pretty handſome ſum, I determined to quit a 
buſineſs -which had always gone rather againſt 
my conſcience, and in a more liberal way till 
to indulge my talents for fiction and embelliſh - 
ment, thro* my favourite channels of diurnal 
communication—and ſo, Sir, you have my hiſ- 
tory. 

SNEER, 

Moſt obligingly communicative indeed; and 
your confeſſion if publiſhed, might certainly 
ſerve the cauſe of true- charity, by reſcuing the 
moſt uſeful channels of appeal to benevolence 
from the cant of impoſition. —But ſurely, Mr. 
Purr, there is no great myſtery in yous preſent 
profeſſion ? ; | 


PUFF 
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Myſtery! Sir, I will take upon me to ſay 
the watter was never ſcientifically treated, nor 
reduced to rule before. 

SNEE R. 

Reduced to rule ? 
. 

O lud, Sir! you are very ignorant, I am 
afraid. — Ves Sir, — Poris is of various ſorts 
—the principal are, The Pur piREcT—the 
Pure PRELIMINAR Y--the PUFF COLLATERAL=- 
the Pur coLLUSIvE, and the PurF OBLIQUE, or 
Pure by 1MPLICATION.,—Theſe all aſſume, as 
circumſtances require, the various forms of 
LETTER TO THE EDiToR—OccASIONAL ANEC- 
DOTE—IMPARTIAL CRITIQUE—OBSERVATION 
from CorRRESPONDENT,—or ADVERTISEMENT 
FROM THE PARTY. | 


8 NE ER. 
The puff direct, I can conceive 


FT UF F. 


O yes, that's ſimple enough,—for inſtance 
— A new Comedy or Farce is to be produced at 
one of the Theatres (though by the bye they 
don't bring out half what they ought to do) 
The author, ſuppoſe Mr. Smatter, or Mr. Dapper 
—or any particular friend of mine very well; 
D 4 the 


% 
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the day before it is to be performed, I write 
an account of the manner in which it was re- 
ceived—T have the plot from the author, —and 
only add Characters ſtrongly drawn—highly 
coloured hand of a maſter fund of genuine 
humour mine of invention neat dialogue 
. attic ſalt! Then for the performance—Mr. 
Dopp was aſtoniſhingly great in the character 
of Six Harry ! That: univerſal and judicious 
actor, Mr. PaLMts, perhaps never appeared to 
more advantage than in the CoLloxEL ;—but it 
is not in the power of language to do juſtice to 
Mr. KixG !—Indeed he more than merited thoſe 
repeated burſts of applauſe which he drew from 
a moſt brilliant and judicious audience! As to 
the ſcenery—The miraculous power of Mr. Dx 
LovTHERBOURG'S pencil are univerſally acknow- 
ledged In ſhort, we are at a loſs which to ad- 
f mire moſt, — the unrivalled genius of the author, 
| the great attention and liberality of the ma- 
nagers—the wonderful abilities of the painter, 


— —— 
** * 
* 
C3 


a — © ä 2 
" = 2 N 
. 
. 


| ; or the incredible exertions ot all the perfor- 
| mers! 
{| : 8 NE E R. 
| That's pretty well indeed, Sir, 
1 5 | 
4 PUFF. 
| O cool quite cool to what I ſometimes do. 
ö | SNEER, 
[8 
14 , 
5 
| 
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SNEER. 
And do you think there are any who are in- 
fluenced by this. 
PU FF. 


O, lud! yes, Sir; — the number of thoſe who 
undergo the fatigue of judging for themſelves is 
very ſmall indeed 

S8 NE E R. 
Well, Sir, — the Pure PRELIMINARY ? 
UF. 


O that, Sir, does well in the form of 
a Caution. — In a matter of gallantry now— 
Sir F.imsy Goss1MER, wiſhes to be well with 
LADY Fanny FETE—He applies to me 
I open trenches for him with a paragraph 
in the Morning Poſt, It is recommended 
to the beautiful and accompliſhed Lady' F 
four ſtars F daſh E to be on her guard 
againſt that dangerous character, Sir F daſh G; 
who, however pleaſing and infinuating his man- 
ners may be, is certainly not remarkable for the 
conflancy of his attachments !—in Italics, —Here 
you ſee, Sir FLimsy GoSSIMER is introduced to 
the particular notice of Lady Faxxy—who, 
perhaps never thought of him before—ſhe finds 
herſelf publickly cautioned to avoid him, which 
naturally makes her defirous of ſeeing him ;— 
the obſervation of their acquaintance cauſes a 


pretty 
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pretty kind of mutual embarraſſment, this pro- 
duces a fort of ſympathy of intereſt—which, if 
Sir Flimſy is unable to improve effectually, he 
at leaſt gains the credit of having their names 
mentioned together, by a particular ſer, and in a 


particular way,—which nine times out of ten is 


the full accompliſhment of modern gallantry ! 


DANGLE. 


Egad, Sneer, you will be quite an adept in 
the buſineſs. 


TUFF. 


Now, Sir, the Pur CoLLATERAL is much 
uſed as an appendage to advertiſements, and 
may take the form of anecdote. —Yeſterday 
as the celebrated GRORCGE Box-Mor was ſaun 
tering down St. James's- ſtreet, he met the lively 
Lady MARY MrrTLE, coming out of the 
Park,—* Good God, Lavy Marr, I'm ſurpriſed 
to meet you in a white jacket, for I expected 
never to have ſeen you, but in a full trim- 
med uniform and a light-horſeman's cap! 
&« Heavens, GEORGE, where could you have 
learned that? — Why, replied the wit, I juſt 
ſaw a print of you, in a new publication called 
the Camy MAGAZINE, which, by the bye, is 
a deviliſh clever thing, —and is ſold at No. 3, on 
the right hand of the way, two doors from the 

printing» 
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printing-office, the corner of Ivy- lane, Pater» 
noſter-row, price only one ſhilling ! 


\ SNEER. 
Very ingenious indeed |! 
PUFF. 


But the Pure CoLLvsIve is the neweſt of 
any; for it acts in the diſguiſe of determined 
hoſtility.—It is much uſed by bold bookſellers 
and enterpriſing poets.—An indignant correſ- 
pondent obſerves—that the new poem called 
BEELZEBUB's CoTILLION, or PROSERPINE'S 
Fete CHAMPETRE, is one of the moſt unjuſtifi- 
able performances he ever read ! The ſeverity 
with which certain characters are handled is quite 
ſhocking! And as there are many deſcriptions 
in it too warmly coloured for female delicacy, 
the ſhameful avidity with which this piece is 
bought by all people of faſhion, is a reproach 
on the taſte of the times, and a difgrace to the 
delicacy of the age! — Here you ſee the 
two ſtrongeſt inducements are held forth; —Firſt, 
that nobody ought to read it ;—and ſecondly, 
that every body buys it; on the ſtrength of 
which, the publiſher boldly prints the tenth edi- 
tion, before he had ſold ten of the firſt; and 
then eſtabliſhes it by threatening himſelf with 


the pillory, or abſolutely indicting himſeif for 
SCAN, Mac. 


DANGLE. 


2 — 
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DANGLE 
Ha! ha! ha!—'gad I know it is ſo, 


As to the Pure OsL1qrg, or Pur ry In- 
PLICATION, it is too various and extenſive to 
be illuſtrated by an inſtance ;—it attracts in 
titles and preſumes in patents; it lurks in the 
limitation of a ſubſcription, and invites in the 
aſſurance of croud and incommodation at pub- 
lic places ; it delights to draw forth concealed 
merit, with a molt diſintereſted aſſiduity; and 
ſometimes wears a countenance of ſmiling cen- 
ſure and tender reproach.—lt has a wonderful 
memory for Parliamentary Debates, and will of- 
ten give the whole ſpeech of a favoured mem- 
ber with the moſt flattering accuracy. But, 
above all, it is a great dealer in reports and ſup- 
poſitions. . It has the earlieſt intelligence of in- 
tended preferments that will reflect heaor on the 
patrons; and embryo promotions of modeſt 
gentlemen—who know nothing of the matter 
themſclves. It can hint a ribband for implied 
ſervices, in the air of a common report; and 
with the careleſſneſs of a caſual paragraph, ſug- 
geſt officers into commands to which they have 
no pretenſion but their wiſhes. This, Sir, 
is the laſt principal claſs of the Arr of 
PurriNG — An art which I bope you will 

| now 
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now agree with me, is of the higheſt dignity— 
yielding a tablature of benevolence and public 
ſpirit; befriending equally trade, gallantry, cri- 
ticiſm, and politics: the applauſe of genius! the 
regiſter of charity! the triumph of heroiſm ! 
the ſelf-defence of contractors! the fame of 
orators ! and the gazette of miniſters ! 


SNEER. 


Sir, I am compleatly a convert both to the 
importance and ingenvity of your profeſſion ; 
and now, Sir, there is but one thing which can 
poſſibly encreaſe my reſpect for you, and that is, 
your permitting me to be preſent this morning 
at the rehearſal of your new trage 


PUFF. 


—Hufh, for heaven's ſake. —M tragedy !— 
Egad, Dangle, I take this very ill -you know 
how apprehenſive I am of being known to be 
the author. 


DANGLE. 


Efaith I would not have told—but it's in the 
papers, and your name at length—in the Morn- 
ing Chronicle, 

PUFF. 

Ah! thoſe damn'd editors never can keep a 
ſecret !—Well, Mr. Sneer—no doubt you will 
do me great honour—] ſhall be infinitely hap- 


—highly flattered 
BY * DAN GL E. 
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DANGLE. | 
I believe it muſt be near the time—ſhall we 


go together? 
PUFF. 


No; It will not be yet this hour, for they are 
always late at that theatre: befides, I muſt 
meet you there, for I have ſome little mat- 
ters here to ſend to the papers, and a few para- 
graphs to ſcribble before I go. 

[ Looking at memorandums. 

Here is © a coxsCIENTIous BAKER, on 
the Subject of the Army Bread; and a Dx- 
TESTER OF VISIBLE BRICK-WORK, in favor of 
the new invented Stucco;* both in the ſtyle of 
Jux1vs, and promiſed for to-morrow. —The 
Thames navigation too is at a ſtand. —M1s0- 


NMup or AxXT1-SHOAL muſt go to work again di- 


rectly.—Here too are ſome political memoran- 
dums I ſee z aye—To take Paul Joxxs, and get 
the INDIAMEN out of the SHAaxnNox—reinforce 
BY RON - compel the DuTca to—ſo !—I muſt 
do that in the evening papers, or reſerve it for 
the Morning Herald, for I know that I have 
undertaken to-morrow ; beſides, to eſtabliſh the 
unanimity of the fleet in the Public Advertiſer, 
and to ſhoot CHaRrLEs Fox in the Morning Poſt. 
— So, egad, I ha'n't a moment to loſe ! 

* DANGLE. 

Well !—we'll meet in the Green Room. 

42 [ Exeunt ſeverally. 
END OF ACT 1, 
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A C T II. 


SCENSDBE 
The THEATRE. 


Enter DANGLE, PUFF, and SNEER, 
as before the Curtain. 


PUFF; 


O, no, Sir; what Shakeſpeare ſays of 
ACTORS may be better applied to the pur- 
poſe of pLAYs; they ought to be © the abſtract 
and brief Chronicles of the times.“ Therefore 
when hiſtory, and particularly the hiſtory of our 
own country, furniſhes any thing like a caſe in 
point, to the time in which an author writes, if 
he knows his own intereſt, he will take advan- 
tage of it; ſo, Sir, I call my tragedy The 
SpAntsH ARMADA; and have laid the ſcene be- 
fore TiL.zuxy Fort. 


SNEER. 
A moſt happy thought certainly ! 
ET DANGLE. 


Egad it was—I told you ſo.—But pray now 
1 dont underſtand how you have contrived to 


introduce any love into it. 
PUFF. 


48 DPRHSE CM TIT 
PUFF 


 Love!l—Oh nothing ſo eaſy; for it is a 
received point among poets, that where hiſtory 
gives you a good heroic out-line for a play, you 
may fill up with a little love at your own diſ- 
cretion : in'doing which, nine times out of ten, 
you only make up a deficiency in the private 
hiſtory of the times. Now I rather think I have 
done this with ſome ſucceſs. 


FS Þ W © 
No ſcandal about Queen EL IZ ABE TR, I hope? 
PUFF. 

O Lud! no, no, -I only ſuppoſe the Gover- 
nor of Tilbury Fort's daughter to be in love 

with the ſon of the Spaniſh Admiral. 

SN EE R. 

Oh, is that all? 

DAN GL E. 

Excellent, Efaith !—I ſee it at once. But 
won't this appear rather improbable ? 

„ PUFF. 

To be ſure it will—but what the plague! a 
play is not to ſhew occurrences that happen 
every day, but things juſt ſo ſtrange, that tho' 
they never did, they might happen, 


* SNEER 


f\ 


THE CRIT.1C. 49 
SNEER, 


Certainly nothing is unnatural, that is not 
phyfically impoſſible. 


PUFF, 

Very true—and for that matter Dow Ferorto 
WrsxKeRAnDos—for that's the lover's name, 
might have been over here in the train of the 
Spaniſh Ambaſſador ; or Tit BVURINA, for that is 
the lady's name, might have been in love with 
him, from having heard his character, or ſeen 
his picture; or from knowing that he was the 
laſt man in the world ſhe ought to be in love 
with—or for any other good female reaſon.— 
However, Sir, the fact is, that tho” ſhe is but a 
Knight's daughter, egad! ſhe is in love like 


any Princeſs ! 
DANGLE. 


Poor young lady ! I feel for her already! 
for I can conceive how great the conflict muſt 
be between her paſſion and her duty; her love 


for her country, and her love for Dox FEROTLOo 
WisKERANDOoOs |! 


PUFF. 


O amazing !—her poor ſuſceptible heart is 
ſwayed to and fro, by contending paſſions like— 


E Enter 


* 
— 
* 


* 
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Enter UNDER PROMP TER. 


UNDER PROMPTER, 
Sir, the ſcene is ſet, and every thing is ready 
to begin if you pleaſe.— 
PUFF. 
*Egad; then we'll loſe no time. 


UNDER PROMPT ER. 


Tho' I believe, Sir, you will find it very ſhort, 
for all the performers have profited by the kind 
permiſſion you granted them, 


PUFF. 
Hey! what! 
UNDER PROMPTER. 


You know, Sir, you gave them leave to cut 
out or omit whatever they found heavy or un- 
neceſſary to the plot, and I muſt own they have 
taken very liberal advantage of your indulgence. 


PUFF, 
Well, well. —They are in general very good 
judges; and TI know I am luxuriant. Now, Mr. 
HoyPx1Ns, as ſoon as you pleaſe, 


UNDER PROMPTER to the Mufich. 


Gentlemen, will you play a few bars of ſome- 
thing, juſt to 


PUFF. 
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UF F. 

Aye; that's right, — for as we have the ſcenes, 

and dreſſes, egad, we'll go to'r, as if it was the 

firſt night's performance; but you need not 


mind ſtopping between the acts. 
[Exit Under Prompter.] 


{Orcheftra play. Then the Bell rings.) 


Soh ! ſtand clear gentlemen. Now you know 
there will be a cry of down !—down !—hats off! 
filence Then up curtain, —and let us ſee 
what our painters have done for us. 


$8 CE N E 


The Curtain riſes and diſcovers TiLBURY FoRT, 
Two Centinels aſleep. 


DANGLE. 
Tilbury Fort! —very fine indeed! 
PUFF 
Now, what do you think I open with ? 
SNEER 
Faith, I can't gueſs— 
UF F. 


A clock. Hark !—(clock firikes.) I open 
ith a clock ſtriking, to beget an aweful at- 
E a tention 
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tention in the audience it alſo marks the time, 
which is four o'clock in the morning, and ſaves 
a deſcription of the rifing ſun, and a great deal 
about gilding the eaſtern hemiſphere. 


DANGL E. 
But pray, are the centinels to be aſleep? 


1 
Faſt as watchmen, 


SNEER. 
Isn't that odd tho' at ſuch an alarming criſis ? 


PUFF, 

To be ſure it is,—but ſmaller things muſt 
give way to a ſtriking ſcene at the opening; 
that's a rule. And the caſe is, that two great 
men are coming to this very ſpot to begin the 
piece; now, it is not to be ſuppoſed they would 
open their lips, if theſe fellows were watching 
them, ſo, egad, I muſt either have ſent them 
off their poſts, or ſet them aſleep. 


SNEER. 

O that accounts for it ! But tell us, who a 
theſe coming ?— 

PUFF. 


Theſe are they Six WALTER RALEIGH, a! 


SIR CurisTOPHER HArTON,—You'll know s 
| £ Can 
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CHRISTOPHER, by his turning out his toes—fa- 
mous you know for his dancing. I like to preſerde 
all the little traits of charater,—Now attend. 


Enter Sir WALTER RALEIGH and Sic 
CHRISTOPHER HATTON. 


4% $1R CHRISTOPHER, 
True, gallant Ralcigh !— 
DANGLE. 
What, they had been talking before ? 
PUFF. 
2 O, yes; all the way as they came along.—I 


beg pardon gentlemen [ie the Afors] but theſe 
are particular friends of mine, whoſe remarks 


uſt may be of great ſervice to us. Don't mind in- 
g terrupting them whenever any thing ſtrikes 
eat you. [To Sneer and Dang le.] 

= „si CHRISTOPHER, 

u ; 

ing „True, gallant Raleigh! 


Fut O, thou champion of thy country's fame, 
hem « There is a queſtion which I yet muſt aſk ; 

A queſtion, which I never aſk'd before 

« What mean theſe mighty armaments ? 

„This general muſter? and this throng of chiefs? 


SNEER, 


Pray, Mr. Puff, how came Sir Chriſtopher 


Hatton never to aſk that queſtion before ? 
E 3 TO & 
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PUFF. | 
. What, before the Play began? how the plague 
could he ? 
| DANGLE, 
That's true efaith ! 
"PUFF, 


But you will hear what he thinks of the 


matter. a 
es IR CHRISTOPHER, 
« Alas, my noble friend, when I behold 
Von tented plains in martial ſymmetry 
« Array'd.—— When I count o'er yon glittering lines 
« Of creſted warriors, where the proud ſteeds neigh, 
And valor- breathing trumpet's ſhrill appeal, 
« Reſponſive vibrate on my liſtning ear; 
« When virgin majeſty herſelf I view, 
« Like her protecting Pallas veil'd in ſteel, 
With graceful-confidence exhort to arms 
« When briefly all I hear or ſee bears ſtamp 
« Of martial vigilance, and ſtern defence, 
*] cannot but ſurmiſe.—Forgive, my friend, 
« If the conjecture's raſh——] cannot but 
« Surmiſe, —— The ſtate ſome danger apprehends ! 


SNEER. 
A very cautious conjecture that, 
UF F. 


Yes, that's his character; not to give an opi- 
nion, but on ſecure grounds no then. 


66 sun 
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StR WAL TEX. 
« O, moſt accompliſhed Chriſtopher. — 
PUFF, 
He calls him by his chriſtian name, to ſhew 
that they are on the moſt familiar terms. 
6% fh WALTER, 


« O moſt accompliſh'd Chriſtopher, I find 
Thy ſtaunch ſagacity ſtill tracks the future, 
In the freſh print of the o'ertaken paſt. 


PUFF, 
Figurative ! 

t WALTER, 

« Thy fears are juſt. 
© SIR CHRISTOPHER, 
« But where? whence? when? and what 

The danger is——Methinks I fain would learn. 

«SIR WALTER, 


% You know, my friend, ſcarce two revolving ſuns, 
« Andthree revolving moons, have cloſed their courſe, 


« Since haughty PHILIr, in deſpight of peace, 
«© With hoſtile hand hath ſtruck at ExOLANp's trade, 


(s CHRISTOPHER, 


« know it well. 


„ g A WALTER. 


* PHILIp you know is proud, IBER1A's King 


E 4 2 gra 


— 
— 


1 — 


| 
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© $IR CHRISTOPHER, 
“ He is. 
44 SIR WALTER. 
His ſubjects in baſe bigotry 
& And Catholic oppreſſion held, while we 
* You know, the proteſtant perſuaſion hold. 
0 S073 CHRISTOPHER. 


& We do. 


«rk WALTER 


«© You know beſide, his boaſted armament, 
The fam'd Armada,——by the Pope baptized, 
With purpoſe to invade theſe realm 


Fe SIR CHRISTORHER. 


| Is ſailed, 
« Our laſt adyices ſo report. 
0272. WAaklksfis 


« While the Iberian Admical's chief hope, 


0 His darling ſon 


GE SIR CHMRISTOPHE Re 


«& ——Ferolo Wiſkerandos hight —- 


"IU WALTER 
The ſame—by chance a pris'ner hath been ta'en, 
And in this fort of Tilbury—— 
© 31K CHRISTOPHER, 
| ls now 
« Confin'd,-—'tis true, and oft from yon tall turrets 


top 
Tve 


$ 
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6% I've mark'd the youthful Spaniard's haughty mien 
« Unconquer'd, tho' in chains! 


„g IR WALTER, 


LVou alſo knoẽ 


DAN GLE. 
— Mr. Puff, as he knows all this, wy" does 
Sir Walter go on telling him? 
| | PUFF. | 8 
But the audience are not ſuppoſed to know 
any thing of the matter, are they? 
8 NE E R. 


True, but I think you manage ill ; for there 
certainly appears no reaſon why Sir Walter 
ſhould be ſo communicative. 


PUFF. 


For, egad now, that is one of the moſt ungrate- 
ful obſervations I eyer heard—for the leſs in- 
ducement he has to tell all this, the more I 
+ think, you ought to be oblig'd to him; for I am 
ſure you'd know nothing of the matter without 
it. 
DANGLE. 
That's yery true, upon my word, 
PUFF, 


But you will find he was not going on. 


631K 


0 
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„ EAN CHRISTOPHER, 


Enough, enough, —'tis plain and I no more 
Am in amazement loſt 


| PUFF. 

Here, now you ſee, Sir Chriſtopher did not 
in fact aſk any one queſtion for his own informa- 
tion. 

8 NE E R. 
No indeed: his has been a moſt diſintereſted 
curioſity! 
DAN OGL E. 
Really, I find, we are very much oblig'd to 
them both. 
EEE PUPF. 

To be ſure you are, Now then for the Com- 
mander in Chief, the EARxL or Lx1cesrtes ! 
who, you know, was no favourite but of the 
Queen's, We left off in amazement loſt! 


© IR CHRISTOPHER, 


Am in amazement loſt — 
« But, ſee where noble Leiceſter comes] ſupreme 
„In honours and command. 


„Stn Arr. 


And yet methinks, 
« At ſuch a time, ſo perilous, ſo fear'd, 
« 'That ſtaff might well become an abler graſp. 


KgSIR 
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<6 $1RK CHRISTOPHER, I 
And ſo by heav'n! think I; but ſoft, he's here! 
PU F F. 
Aye, they envy him. 
8 NE ER. 
But who are theſe with him? 


PUFF, 


O! very valiant knights; one is the Governor | | 
of the fort, the other the maſter of the horſe.— 1 
And now, I think you ſhall hear ſome better 
language: I was obliged to be plain and intel- 
ligible in the firſt ſcene, becauſe there was ſo 
much matter of fact in it; but now, efaith, you 
have trope, figure, and metaphor, as plenty as 
noun-ſubſtantives, 


Enter Earl of LEICESTER, the Governor, and 


others, 


LEICESTER, 


« How's this my friends] is't thus your new fledg'd 
« zeal 

And plumed valor moulds in rooſted ſloth? 

« Why dimly glimmers that heroic flame, 

* Whoſe red'ning blaze by patriot ſpirit fed, 

Should be the beacon of a kindling realm? 

Can the quick current of a patriot heart, 

Thus ſtagnate in a cold and weedy converſe, 

Or freeze in tideleſs inaQivity ? 


No! 
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No] rather let the fountain of your valor 
« Spring thro' each ſtream of enterprize, 

« Each petty channel of conducive daring, 

« Till the full torrent of your foaming wrath 
« O'erwhelm the flats of ſunk hoſtility ! 


PUFF. 
There it is, —follow'd up! 


SR WALTER 


No more! the freſh'ning breath of thy rebuke 

« Hath fill'd the ſwelling canvaſs of our ſouls ! 

And thus, tho' fate ſhould cut the cable of | 
[All take hands.) - 

« Our topmoſt hopes, in friendſhip's cloſing line 

« We'll grapple with deſpair, and if we fall, 

« We'll fall in Glory's wake! 


4% BARL OF LEICESTER.. 


“There ſpoke Old England's genius! 
« Then, are we all reſoly'd? 


* A 1 1. 
« We are——all reſolv'd. 
5 „ EARL OF LEICESTER, L 


« To conquer or be free? 


«ALL 


To conquer, or be free. 


«EARL OF LEICESTER 


40 All? 


P 
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CALL 
All. 
DAN GLE. 
Nem. con. egad 
TU EM 


O yes, where they do agree on the ſtage, their 
unanimity is wonderful ! 


© EARL OF LEICESTER 
& Then, let's embrace——and now—— 
SNEER. 
What the plague, is he going to pray ? 
PUFF. 
Yes, huſh !—in great emergencies, there is 
nothing like a prayer! 
«EARL OF LEICESTER, 
« mighty Mars! 
DAN GLE. 
But why ſhould he pray to Mars ? 


PF UN 
Huſh! 


* EARL OF LEICESTER, 
If in thy homage bred, 
Each point of diſcipline I've ſtill obſery'd; 
« Nor but by due promotion, and the right 
« Of ſervice, to the rank of Majer-General . 
« Have ris'n; aſſiſt thy votary now 


„% GOVERNOR, 
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GC GOVERNOR, 


« Yet do not riſe, hear me 


„ MASTER OF HORSE 


« And me! 
GC nent. 
& And me! | 
gta WALTE . 
„ And me! | 
„SIR CHRISTOPHER, 
« And me 


2 PUFE, 
Now, pray all together. 

| 4 AL 
« Behold thy votaries ſubmiſſive beg, 
« That thou will deign to grant them all they aſk; 
ͤAſſiſt them to accompliſh all their ends, 
And ſanctify whatever means they uſe 
To gain them! 

S NE E R. 


A very orthodox quintetto! 
PUFF 


Vaſtly well, gentlemen.—ls that well managed 
or not? Have you ſuch a prayer as that on the 
ſtage ? 

S NE ER. 

Not exactly. 

(Earl of Leiceſter to Puff.) 


But, Sir, you hav'nt ſettled how we are to get 
off here. 
ci: | P U F F. 
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PUFF. 
You could not go off kneeling, could you ? 
(Sir Walter to Puff.) 
O no, Sir! impoſſible ! 
PUFF. 

It would have a good effect efaith, if you 
could] exeunt praying Ves, and would vary 
the eſtabliſhed mode of ſpringing off with a 
glance at the pit. 
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| SNEER. 
O never mind, ſo as you get them off, I'll 
anſwer for it the audience wont care how, 
PUFF. 
Well then, repeat the laſt line ſtanding, and 
go off the old way. 
4 ALL 
And ſanctify whatever means we uſe to gain them. 


[ Exeunt. 
DANGLE. 


Bravo! a fine exit. 


8 NE E R. 
Well, really Mr. Puff, — 


PUFF, 
Stay a moment. 


The CENTINELS get up. 


« it CENTINETL 


« All this ſhall to Lord Burleigh's car. 


6 d Cc & Ne 


: | 


| 
; 
3 


64 EHE CRITIC. 


% 2d CGENTINETL. 
4 Tis meet it ſhould, [ Exeunt Centinels. 


DANGLE. 
Hey !—why, I thought thoſe fellows had been 


aſleep ? 
II. 


Only a pretence, there's the art of it; they 
were ſpies of Lord Burleigh's. 
8 NE E R. 
Hut isn't it odd, they were never taken no- 
tice of, not even by the commander in chief. 
PUFF, 
= Id, Sir, if people who want to liſten, or 
overhear, were not always conniv'd at in a 
Tragedy, there would be no carrying on any 
plot in the world. 
DANGLE. 
That's certain ! 
. 
But take care, my dear Dangle, the morning 
gun is going to fire. Cannon fires.] 
DAN GI. E. 
Well, that will have a fine effect. 
PU LX. 
I think ſo, and helps to realize the ſcene.— 
[Cannon twice. ] 
What the plague three morning guns!—there 
never is but one !---aye, this is always the 
way 


— 
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away at the Theatre give theſe fellows a good 
thing, and they never know when to have done 
with it. You have no more cannon to fire? 

 _ PROMPTER from within, 

No Sir, | 

TUFF. 

Now then, for ſoft muſick. 

| SNEER 

Pray what's that for ? 

PUFF. 

It ſhews that TIL BRURIxA is coming; nothing 
introduces you a heroine like ſoft mufick.— 
Here ſhe comes. 

DANGLEE. 

And her confidant, I ſuppoſe? * 

PUFF. 5 

To be ſure: here they are inconſolable to the 
minuet in Ariadne ! (Soft muſick.) 


Enter TILBURINA and CONFIDANT: 


« TILBURINA. 
% Now has the whiſpering breath of gentle morn, 
+ Bad Nature's voice, and Nature's beauty riſe ; 
„% While orient Phcebus with unbotrow'd hues, 
& Cloaths the wak'd lovelineſs which all night ſlept 
* In heav'nly drapery ! Darkneſs is fled, 
%% Now flowers unfold their beauties to the ſun, 
% And bluſhing, kiſs the beam He ſends to wake them, 


The ſtrip'd carnation, and the guarded roſe, 
F The 
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„ The vulgar wall flow'r, and ſmart gillyflower, 

The polyanthus mean the dapper daizy, 

« Sweet William, and ſweet marjorum,—and all 

The tribe of ſingle and of double pinks ! 

© Now too, the feather'd warblers tune their notes 

« Around, and charm the liſtning grove. - The lark! 

« The linnet! chafinch ! bulfinch! goldfinch! green- 
« finch! | 

« — But O to me, no joy can they afford! 

Nor roſe, nor wall flow'r, nor ſmart gillyflower, 

« Nor polyanthus mean, nor dapper daizy, 

« Nor William ſweet, nor marjoram —— nor lark, 

« Linnet, nor all the finches of the grove ! 


PUFF. 
Your white handkerchief madam —— 


TILBURINA. 
I thought, Sir, I wasn't to uſe that ' till, heart 
rending woe.“ 
| PUFF, 
O yes madam—at the finches of the grove,” 
if you pleaſe. 


© PF S$LBURINAS 


I] Nor lark, 
“L innet, nor all the finches of the grove! [ Vecps. 


| PUFF, 
Vaſtly well madam! 


DANGLE. 
Vaſtly well indeed ! 


3 11125 


ps. 
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4 TILBURINA 


For, O too ſure, heart rending woe is now 
The lot of wretched Tilburina ! 


DANGLE 


 " SNEER, 
Oh lit is indeed 
*CONPFIDANT; 


ge comforted ſweet lady for who knows, 
« But Heav'n has yet ſome milk-white day in ſtore. 


„ 1 1LIUA INA. 


« Alas, my gentle Nora, 
« Thy tender youth, as yet hath never mourn'd 
% Love's fatal dart.—Elſe wouldſt thou know, that 
a « when 
The ſoul is ſunk in comfortleſs deſpair, 
It cannot taſte of merryment ! 
| DANGLE. 
That's certain, 
*CONFIDAN T, 


« But ſee where your ſtern father comes ; 
« Tt is not meet that he ſhould find you thus. 


PUFF. 
Hey, what the plague ! —what a cut is here ! 


hy, what is become of the deſcription of her 


firſt meeting with Don Wiſkerandos ? his gal- 


- lant behaviour in the ſea fight, and the ſimile of 


the canary bird ? 
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TILBURINA. 
Indeed Sir, you'll find they will not be miſs'd. 
ru r. Co 
Very well, —Very well! 
TILBURINA. 
The cue ma'am if you pleaſe. 


CCONFIDANT. 


& It is not meet that he ſhould find you thus. 
| * TILBURINA. 

© Thou counſel'ſt right, but tis no eaſy taſk 

For barefaced grief to wear a maſk of joy. 


Emer GOVERNOR. 


© How's this in tears O Tilburina, ſhame ! 
ls this a time for maudling tenderneſs, 
“% And Cupid's baby woes ?——haſt thou not heard 
That haughty Spain's Pope-conſecrated fleet 
« Advances to our ſhores, while England's fate, 
« Like a clipp'd guinea, trembles in the ſcale ! 
4 TILBURINA. 
« Then, is the criſis of my fate at hand 
« I ſee the fleets approach I ſee—— 
UF 

Now, pray gentlemen mind.—This is one of 
the moſt uſeful figures we tragedy writers have, 
by which a herd or heroine, in confideration of 
their being often obliged to overlook things that 
are on the ſtage, is allow'd to hear and fee a 
number of things that are not. h | 

8 N E E R. 


„ THE CHETIEE 69 


S NE E R. 
Les —a kind of poetical ſecond-fight ! 


P UF F. 
Yes—now then madam. 


6 TILBURINA 

66 I ſeg their decks 
« Are clear'd Il ſee the ſignal made 
« The line is form'd ga cable's length aſunder ! 
6 I ſee the frigates ſtation'd in the rear; 
% And now, I hear the thunder of the guns 
6 I hear the victors ſhouts——T alſo hear 
„ The vanquiſh'd groan !-—and now 'tis ſmoke 

and now 

6 I ſee the looſe fails ſhiver in the wind 


I ſee Il ſee hat ſoon you'll ſe 


KK GOVERNOR. 


% Hold daughter! peace] this love hath turn'd thy 


„ brain: 
« The Spaniſh fleet thou canſt not ſee—becauſe 
6 lt is not yet in fight | 
DANGLE: 

Egad tho', the governor ſeems to make no 

allowance for this poetical figure you talk of, 
PUFF, 

No, a plain matter - of- fact man—that's his 

character. 


KK TILBURINA, 
But will you then refuſe his offer? 


«GOVERNOR, 


« I muſt—I will-I can—I oughy-l do. 
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« TILBURINA. 
„Think what a noble price. 


* GOVERNOR, 
No more—— you urge in vain. 


EE TILBURINA 
His liberty is all he aſks. 
8 N E E R. 
All who aſks Mr. Puff? Who is 
2 PUFF. 
Egad Sir, I can't tell.— Here has "REI ſuch 
cutting and flaſhing, I don't know neg they 
have got to myſelf. | 
© TILBURINGA, 
Indeed Sir, you will find it will cone very 
well. 
« ——And your reward ſegure, 
815 N 
O, —if they had'nt been ſo, deviliſh free with 
their cutting here, you would have found that 
Don Wiſkerandos has been tampering for bis li- 
berty, and has perſuaded Tilburina to make this 
propoſal to her father · and now pray obſerve the 
conciſeneſs with which the argument is con- 
ducted. Egad, the pro & con goes as ſmart as 
hits in a fencing match. It is indeed a ſort of 
ſmall-ſword logic, which we have borrowed 


from the French. 
4 TILBURIN A, 
« A retreat in Spain! | 
© GOVERNOR, 
* 8 here! 


AY 


„ TILBURINA. 
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4 TILBURINA 


« Your daughter's prayer | 


«GOVERNOR, 


« Your father's oath ! 


6 TILBURINA 


« My lover! 


GOVERNOR, 
My country! 
GC 1112062114 


« Tilburina! 


KC GOVERNOR, 
* 


« England ! 

© TILBURINA 
« A title 

* GOVERNOR, 
“Honor 

1111909121960 
« A penſion 


„% GOVERNOR. 


«© Conſcience | 
EE TILBURINA, 


« A thouſand pounds 

„ GOVERNOR, 
« Hah ! thou haſt touch'd me nearly 
| PUFF. 

There you ſee —— ſhe threw in Tilburina, 
Quick, parry cart with England /—Hah! thruſt 
in teirce a title !—parried by honor.—Hah! a 
penſion over the arm put by by conſcience. — 
Then flankonade with a thouſand pounds—and a 
palpable hit egad ! 


F 4 G TIL B u- 


wTWE CRITTS: 
: © TILBURINA. 
« Canſt thou 
« Reject the ſappliant, and the daughter too 
* GOVERNOR. 
No more; I wou'd not hear thee plead in vain, 
„The father ſoftens—but the governgr 


« Is fix'd! [Exit. 
2 882 DAN GLE. | 
Aye, that antitheſis of perſons—is a moſt 
eſtabliſh'd figure. 


CTILBURING. 
„ Tis well, ——hence then fond hopes,—fond paſſion 
„ hence; ; 
„ Duty, behold I am all over thine—— 


« WISKERANDOS Writhout, 
„% Where is my love——my 


* TILBURINGA. 


« Ha! 


«© WISKERANDOS entering, 
«© My beauteous enemy—— 
PUFF. 

O dear ma'am, you muſt ſtart a great dea 
more than that; confider you had juſt deter- 
mined in favour of duty —when in a moment 
the ſound of his voice revives your paſhon,— 
overthrows your reſolution, deſtroys your obe- 
dience.—If you don't expreſs all that in your 
ſtart—you do nothing at all. 

TILBURINA. 
Well, we'll try again ! 


I DANGLE, 
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DAN GI. E. | 
Speaking from within, has always a fine eſſect, 
8NE ER. 
Very. 
* WISKERANDOS, 
# My conquering Tilburina ! How ! is't thus 
We meet? why are thy looks averſe ! what means 
* That falling tear that frown of boding woe? 
„ Hah! now indeed I am a priſoner ! 
« Yes, now I feel the galling weight of theſe 
„ Diſgraceful chains which, cruel Tilburina! 
% Thy doating captive gloried in before. 
« But thou art falſe, and Wiſkerandos is undone ! 


SS CS LDURLEA 


6 O no; how little doſt thou know thy Tilburina! 
| * WISKERANDOS. 
* Axt thou then true? Begone cares, doubts and fears, 
] make you all a preſent to the winds ; 
f* And if the winds reject you try the waves. 
P UF F. ; 

The wind you know, is the eſtabliſhed re- 
ceiver of all ſtolen ſighs, and caſt off griefs and 
apprehenſions. 


«CTTILBURINA. 


« Yet muſt we part?——ſtern duty ſeals our doom: 
« 'Thaqugh here I call yon conſcious clouds to witneſs, 
« Could I purſue the bias of my ſoul, 
« All friends, all right of parents I'd diſclaim, 
# And thou, my Wiſkerandos, ſhould'ſt be father 

| | And 
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«© And mother, brother, couſin, uncle, aunt, 
« And friend to me . 
« WISKERAND,OS. 
“ O matchleſs excellence and muſt we part 
« Well, i we muſt——we muſt and in that caſe, 
« The leſs is ſaid the better. 
PUFF. 
Hey day! here's a cut !—What, are all the 
mutual proteſtations out ? 
 TILBURINA. | 
Now, pray Sir, don't interrupt us juſt here, 
you ruin our feelings. 
| ee. 
Your feelings !——but zounds, my. feelings, 
ma'am ! 
SNEER. 
No; pray don't interrupt them, 
OG wISKERANDOS. 
“ One laſt embrace. 
© TILBURINA. 
„ Now, ——farewell, for ever. 
© WISKERAN DOS, 


« For ever! 
 TILBURINA 


„Aye, for ever. Going. 
| PUFF. 

S'death and fury !—Gadſlife ! Sir! Madam! 
if you go out without the parting look, you 


might as well dance out—Here, here! 
CONFI- 


THE CRITIC. 78 


CONFIDANT. 
But pray Sir, how am I to get off here? 
PUFF, 
You, pſhaw! what the devil ſignifies how you 
get off! edge away at the top, or where you 
will—{ Puſhes the confidant off. ] Now ma'am you 


— 
TILBURINA. 


We underſtand you Sir. | 
« Aye for ever, 


GK ' 20 T n. 


& Ohhl— [ Turning back and exeunt. 
[ Scene cloſes. 
DANGLE. 1 
O charming ! 
PUFF, 


Hey !—tis pretty well I believe—you ſee I 
don't attempt to ſtrike out any thing new—but 
I take it I improve on the eſtabliſhed modes; 

SNEER, 

You do indeed. But pray is not Queen Eli- 
Zabeth to appear? 

PUFF, 

No not once—but ſhe is to be talked of for 
ever; ſo that egad you'll think a hundred times 
that ſhe is on the point of coming in. 

 SNEER. 

Hang it, I think its a pity to keep her in the 
green room all the night. 
| | PUFF, 
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PUFF. 
O no, that always has a fine effe&—it keeps 
up expectation. 

DANGLE. 


But are we not to have a battle? 


IE PUFF. 

Ves, yes, you will have a battle at laſt, but, 
egad, it's not to be by land—but by ſea—and 
that is the only quite new thing in the piece. 
| DANGLE. 

What, Drake at the Armada, hey ? 

PUFF, — 

Tes, efaith—fire ſhips and all- then we ſhall 
end with the proceſſion.— Hey] that will do [ 
think. 


SNEER, 


No doubt on't, 
| PLUS 


Come, we muſt not loſe time—ſa now for the 


ENDER PLOT, 
SNEER. 


What the plague, have you another plot? 


PUFF. | 

O lord, yes—ever while you live, have twa 
plots to your tragedy.— The grand point in ma- 
naging them, is only to let your under plot have 
as little connexion with your main plot as poſſi- 
ble.— l flatter myſelf nothing can be more diſ- 
tinct than mine, ſor as in my chief plot, the 
characters 
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characters are all great people — I have laid my 
under plot in low life - and as the former is to 
end in deep diſtreſs, I make the other end as 
happy as a farce -Now Mr. Hopkins, as ſoon 
as you pleaſe. 


Enter UNDER PROMPTER. 


UNDER PROMPTER, 
Sir, the carpenter ſays it is impoſſible you can 
go to the Park ſcene yet. 
PUFF, 
The Park ſcene! No- mean the deſcription 
{ſcene here, in the wood. 
| UNDER PROMPTER. 
Sir, the performers have cut it out. 
PUFF, 
Cut it out! 
UNDER PROMPTER, 


Yes Sir. 2 
PUFF. 


What! the whole account of Queen Eliza- 


beth ? | 
UNDER PROMPTER, 


Yes Sir. 
PUFF 


And the deſcription of her horſe and ſide- 


faddle ? 
UNDER PROMPTER 


Yes Sir, 
PUFF, 


— — 
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So, ſo, this is very fine indeed! Mr. Hopkins, 

how the plague could you ſuffer this? 
HOPKINS, from within, 
Sir, indeed the pruning knife— 
| PUFF, 

The pruning knife—zounds the axe! why, 
here has been ſuch lopping and topping, I ſhan't 
have the bare trunk of my play left preſently.— 


Very well, Sir — the. performers muſt do as they 


pleaſe, but upon my ſoul, I'll print it every 


word. 
SNEER., 


That I would indeed. 
oe. 

Very well Sir then we muſt go on—zounds ! 
I would not have parted with the deſcription of 
the horſe !—Well, Sir, go on Sir, it was one 
of the fineſt and moſt laboured things—Very 
well, Sir, let them go on—there you had him 
and his accoutrements from the bit to the crup- 
per—very well, Sir, we muſt go to the Park 
ſcene. | 

UNDER PROMPTER. 

Sir, there is the point, the carpenters ſay, 

that unleſs there is ſome buſineſs put in here 


before the drop, they ſhan't have time to 


clear away the fort, or fink Graveſend and the 


river. 
PUFF, 
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PUFF. 
So! this is a pretty dilemma truly !—Gentle. 
men—you muſt excuſe me, theſe fellows will 
never be ready, unleſs I go and look after them 


myſelf. 1 
E R. 


O dear Sir—theſe little things will happen 
PUFF 

To cut out this ſcene - but I' print it— 

egad, I'II print it every word! [ Exeunt, 


END OF ACT HU. 
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A E III. 


I. 
Before the Curtain. 
Enter PUFF, SNEER, and DANGLE. 


P U F F. 
ELL, we are ready now then for the 
] juſtices, 
[Curtain riſes ; Fuſtices, Conſtables, Sc. di * 
| | + + 4 + 
= - This, I ſuppoſe, is a fort of ſenate ſcene. 


| | PUFF, 
| To be ſure—there has not been one yet. 


1 | DANGLE. 
| It is the under plot, isn't it ? 
PUFF, 
Yes, What, gentlemen, do you mean to g# 
at once to the diſcovery ſcene ? 
JUSTICE. 
If you pleaſe, Sir. 
PUFF. 
O very well —harkee, I don't chuſe to ſay any 
thing more, but efaith, they have mangled my 


lay in a moſt ſhocking manner ! 
P af a DANGLEs 


- 


* 
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DANGLE. 
It's a great pity ! 
* UF F. 
Now then, Mr. Juſtice, if you pleaſe. 
6 JUSTICE, 
« Are all the volunteers without? 


* CONSTABLE. 
« They are. 
«© Some ten in fetters, and ſome twenty drunk, 
ies 
Attends the youth, whoſe moſt opprobrious fame 
« And clear convicted crimes have ſtampt him ſoldier? 


4 CONSTABLE. 
« He waits your pleafure ; eager to repay 
* The bleſt reprieve that ſends him to the fields 
«« Of glory, there to raife his branded hand 
% In honor's caufe, 
herren. 
« *Tis well tis Juſtice arms him! 
« O! may he now defend his country's laws þ 
. «* With half the ſpirit he has broke them all! 1 
q « If 'tis your worſhip's pleaſure, bid him enter. 1 
* CONSTABLE, 


64 J fly, the herald of your will. [Exit Conſtable. 


UF F. 


Quick, Sir! — 
SNE E R. 


But, Mr. Puff, I think not only the Juſtice, but 
the clown ſeems to talk in as high a ſtyle as 
the firſt hero among them. 

G PUFF, 
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2V EF 
Heaven forbid they ſhould not in 4 free 
country !—Sir, I am not for making laviſh dif- 
tinclions, and giving all the fine language to 
the upper ſort of people. 
DANGLE, 
That's very noble in you indeed. 


Ever JUSTICE's LADY. 


| FUFF, 
Now pray mark this ſcene. 


| 4 A U x. 
« Forgive this interruption, good my love; 
„ But as I juſt now paſt, a pris'ner youth 
«© Whom rude hands hither lead, ſtrange bodings 
„My fluttering heart, and to myſelf I ſaid, [ ſeiz d 
An i our Tom had liv'd, he'd ſurely been 
% This ſtripling's height! 


erte. 


Ha] ſure ſome powerful ſympathy directs 


& Us bot 
Enter SON nd CONSTABLE. 


2ST 3C hk 
« What is thy name? 
| "99 | 
© My name's Tom JENK1Ns—a/iar, have I none— 
© Tho' orphan'd, and without a friend! 
c 1zUusTICE 


6 Thy parents? 
© $0N, 
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. 
© My father dwelt in Rocheſter——and was, 
t As I have heard——a fiſhmonger——no more. 
PUFF 
What, Sir, do you leave out the account of 
your birth, parentage and education ? 


3 SON. 
They have ſettled it fo, Sir, here. 
Gl PUFF. 
| Oh! oh! ; 
% LADY. 


How loudly nature whiſpers to my heart] 
« Had he no other name? 


© oO N. 
& I've ſeen a bill 
« Of his, fign'd Tomkins, creditor. 


G3zUsSPICHK 
«© This does indeed confirm each circumſtances 
« The gypſey told! Prepare! 
„ 3 O M. 


4 I do. 


„ „ierten 
© Noorphan, nor without a friend ar't thou 
« am thy father, here's thy mother, there 
Thy uncle——this thy firſt couſin, and thoſe 
4% Are all your near relations! 


* MOTHER. 
O ecſtaſy of bliſs ! 
as EB * 


a 8 moſt unlook d for happineſs ! 
G 2 4% Jus TICE, 


— — 


* x —ę—— — 2 — me. ak. * _— 
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4 3ZU8T DC 
« O wonderful event! | 
[ T hey faint alternately in each others arms. 
PUFF. 
There, you ſee relationſhip, like murder, will 


our, 
4 erte. 


Nov let's revive elſe were this joy too much! 
% But come — and we'll unfold the reſt within, 

« And thou my boy muſt needs want reſt and food. 
Hence may each orphan hope, as chance directs, 
To find a father—where he leaſt expects [ Excunt. 

PUFF. 
What do you think of that? 
DANGLE. 

One of the fineſt diſcovery-ſcenes I ever ſaw. 
—Why, this under-plot would have made a 


tragedy itſclf. 
* 8 NE E R. 


Aye, or a comedy either. 
i PUFF, 
And keeps quite clear you ſee of the other. 


Enter SCENEMEN, taking atvay the Seats. 
PUFF. 
The ſcene remains, does it? 


SCENEMAN. 


Yes, Sir. 
PUFF. 


You are to leave one chair you know—But 


it is always awkward in a tragedy, to have you 
3 fellows 


» 


TA irn, 83 


fellows coming in in your playhouſe liveries to 
remove things I wiſh that could be managed 
. better, —So now for my myſterious yeoman. 


11 Enter A BE EF EAT E R. 


4 BEEFEATER, 
0 Perdition catch my ſoul but I do love thee, 


SNEER 
Haven't I heard that line before? 


PUFF. 
No, I fancy not—Where pray ? 
DANGLE. 


Yes, I think there is ſomething like it in 


Othello, 
P UF F. 


Gad ! now you put me in mind on't, I believe 
there is—but that's of no conſequence—all that 
can be ſaid is, that two people happened to hit 
on the ſame thought—And Shakeſpeare mace 
uſe of it firſt, that's all. 

SNEER, 
1 Very true, 
PUFF, 

Now, Sir, your ſoliloquy—but ſpeak more to 
the pit, if you pleaſe—the ſoliloquy always to 
the pit—thar's a rule. 

| . © BEEFEATER, 

« Tho? hopeleſs love finds comfort in deſpair, 

« Tt never can endure a rival's bliſs ! 

1 But ſoft=—I am obſerv'd. [Exit Beefeater. 
G 3 DANGLE. 


dd | TUWCRAITHC: 
DANGLE. 
Thar s a very ſhort ſoliloquy. 
2 UF F. 556 
Yes—byt it would have been a great deal 
longer if he had not been obſerved. 
8 NE E R. 
A moſt ſentimental Beefeater that, Mr. Puff. 
CUFE, 
Hearke—l would not have you be too ſure 


that he is a Beefeater. 


8 NE E R. 


What! a hero in diſguiſe ? 
— PUFF. 


No matter I only give you a hint—But now 
for my principal character Here he comes 
Lorxp BuRLE1GH in perſon ! Pray, gentlemen, | 
ſtep this way—ſoftly—I only hope the Lord 
High Treaſurer is perfect —if he is but perfect! 


Exer BU RLE IG H, goes fiwly to a chair 
| and ſits.] 
SN E E R. 


Mr. Puff! 
P U F-F,j) : _ 


Huſh !—vaſtly well, Sir! _ well! a moſt 
intereſting gravity ! — 
DAN GLE. 

What, isn't he to ſpeak at all? 
PUFF. 
Egad, I thought you'd aſk me that—yes it is 


a very likely thing—that a Miniſter in his ſitua- 


tion 
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tion, with the whole affairs of the nation on 

his head, ſhould have time to talk !—but huſh ! 

or you'll put him our. | 
SNEER. | 

Put him out! how the plague can that be, if 
he's not going to ſay any thing ? 

PUFF. 

There's a reaſon !—why, his part is to hint, 
and how the plague! do you imagine he can iu 
if you keep talking? 

DANGLE. 
That's very true upon my word! 
[ Burleigh comes forward, ſhakes his head and exit. 
SNEER. 

He is very perfect indeed Now, pray what 

did he mean by that? 


PUFF 
You don't take it ? 
| | SNEER, 
No; I don't upon my ſoul, 
| PUFF, | 
Why, by that ſhake of the head, he gave you 
to underſtand that even tho' they had more 


juſtice in their cauſe and wiſdom in their mea- 


ſures—yet, if there was not a greater ſpirit 
ſhown on the part of the people—the country 
would at laſt fall a ſacrifice to the hoſtile ambi- 


tion of the Spaniſh monarchy, 
G 4 SNEER. 


- 
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| SNEER. 
The devil did he mean all that by ſhaking 
his head? 
; : P U F F, 


Every word of it If he ſhook his head as I 
taught him. 
DANGLE. 


Ah! there certainly is a vaſt deal to be done 
on the ſtage by dumb ſhew, and expreſſion of 
face, and a judicious author knows how much 
he may truſt to it. 

8 NE E R. 
O, here are ſome of our old acquaintance. 


Enter HAT TON a RALEIGH. 


© $1R CHRISTOPHER, 
& My niece, and your niece too! 
% By heav'n ! there's witchcraft in't——He could not 
6 elſe ES : 
% Have gain'd their hearts——But ſee where they 
approach; 
$ Some horrid purpoſe low'ring on their brows ! 


«IR WALTER, 
* Let us withdraw and mark them. [They withdraw. 


8 NE E R. 
What is all this? 
PUFF, 

Ah ! here has been more pruning !—but the 
fact is, theſe two young ladies are alſo in love with 
Don Whiſkerandos.— Now, gentlemen, this ſcene 
goes 


, 
1 
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goes entirely for what we call s1TUATIoN and 
STAGE EFFECT, by which the greateſt applauſe 
may be obtained, without the afliltance of lan- 
guage, ſentiment or character ; pray mark ! 


Enter th TWO NIECES. 


«© z 1 11e. 
« Ellena here! 
* She is his ſcorn as much as I—that is 
« Some comfort ſtill. 


PUT 

O dear madam, you are not to ſay that to her 

face —aſide, ma'am, ade. The whole ſcene is 
to be ade. 0 


© 1itwlECE,. 
& She is his ſcorn as much as I—that is 
« Some comfort ſtil] ! [ Aide. 


„ 2dNIECE. 
& know he prizes not Pollina's love, 
„ But Tilburina lords it o'er his heart. [ Afide. 


« 1ſt NIECE. 

« But ſee the proud deſtroyer of my peace. 
Revenge is all the good I've left. [Alidt. 
«& 2d NIECE. 

*& He comes, the falſe diſturber of my quiet, 
«© Now vengeance do thy worſt——— [ Aide. 


Enter WHISKERANDOS®S 


“ O hateful liberty—if thus in vain 


I ſeek my Tilburina ! - 
| BOTH 
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« BOTH NIECES. 


And ever ſhalt! 
sin CHRISTOPHER AND SIR WALTER come forward, 


« Hold! we will avenge you. 
*WHISKERANDOS, 
& Hold you——or ſee your nieces bleed. ! 

[The two nieces draw their two daggers to flrike 
Whiſterandes, the two Uncles at the inſlant with 
their two ſwords drawn, catch their two nieces 
arms, and turn the points of their fwords to Il hiſbe- 


randos, who immediately draws two daggers, and 


holds them ta the two niecis beſams. ] 


PUFF. 
There's ſituation for you !—there's an heroic 
group !—You ſee the ladies can't ſtab Whiſke- L 
randos—he durſt not ſtrike them for fear of 
their uncles—the uncles durſt not kill him, 
becauſe of their nieces— 1 have them all at a 
dead lock for every one of them is afraid to 


let go firſt, | 
SNEER. 1 
Why, then they muſt ſtand there for ever. 
US io +» 


So they would, if I hadn't a * fine contri, 
vance fort Now mind 


Enter BEE F EAT ER With his Halberd. 
« Tn the Queen's name I charge you all to drop 


« Your ſwords and daggers ! 


5 They drop their ſwords and daggers, 
han ah * SNEER. 
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8 NE ER. 
That is a contrivance indeed. 


PUFF. 
Aye—in the Queen's name. 


46 SIR CHRISTOPHER, 
* Come niece ! 


% SIR RALEIGH. ; 
«© Come niece ! [ Exeunt with the two nieces, 


«© WHISKERANDOS. 


& What's he, who bids us thus renounce our guard? 


«© BEEFEATER, 
1% Thou muſt do more, renounce thy love! 


« w HISKERANDOS. 
% Thou licſt—— baſe Beefeater ! ' 


6 BEEFEATER, 
| Ha! Hell! the lie! 
« By heav'n thou'fh rous'd the lion in my heart! 
« Off yeoman's habit !—baſe diſguiſe off! off! 
[ Diſcovers himſelf, by thrawing off hrs upper dreſs, and 
appearing in a very fine waiſtcoat. | 
« Aml a Beefeater now? 
« Or beams my creſt as terrible as when 
„In Biſcay's Bay I took thy captive ſloop. 


F.v 3. | 
There, egad ! he comes out to be the very 
Captain of the privateer who had taken Whiſ- 
kerandos priſoner — and was himſelf an old 
lover of Tilburina's. 
DAN GI. E. 


Admirably manag'd indeed. 
UF F. 
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UF F. 
Now, ſtand out of their way. 
: „ WHISKERANDOS. 


& T thank thee fortune! that haſt thus beſtow'd 
« A weapon to chaſtiſe this inſolent. 


[Takes up one of the ſwords, | 


© BEEFEATER, 
&« I take thy challenge, Spaniard, and I thank 
„Thee Fortune tool — [Takes up the other fwore, 


DANGLE. 


That's excellently contrived !—it ſeems as if 
the two uncles had left their ſwords on purpoſe 


for them. 
T7 U-F 5. 


No, egad, they could not help leaving them, 


© WHISKERANDOS. 
“% Vengeance and Tilburina ! 


* BEEFEATER, 
« Exatly fo—— 
[They fight—and after the uſual number of wounds 
given, Whiſkerandes falls] 


*© WHISKERANDOS, 
© O curſed parry !—that laſt thruſt in tierce 
« Was fatal Captain, thou haſt fenced well! 
„And Whiſkerandos quits this buſtling ſcene 
For all eter- | 


4 BEEFEATER, 


„ —nity—He would have added, but ſtern death 


„Cut ſhort his being, and the noun at once! 
PUFF 


— 
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PUFF. 
O, my dear Sir, you are too flow, now mind 
me,—Sir, ſhall I trouble you to die again? 


© WHISKERANDOS 
« And Whiſkerandos quits this buſtling ſcene 
For all eter —— 


4 BEEFBATE R 
« ——nity—He would have added 
PUFF. 
No, Sir—that's not it—once more if you 
pleaſe— 
W HISKERANDOS 
I wiſh, Sir—you would practiſe this without 
me Il can't tay dying here all night. 
PUFF, 


Very well, we'll go over it by and bye——l 
muſt humour theſe gentlemen! [ Exit N biſteran. 
4% BEEFEATER, 

1% Farewell brave Spaniard! and when next 
PUFF 
Dear Sir, you needn't ſpeak that ſpeech as 
the body has walked off, 
BEEFEATER, 
That's true, Sir—then 111 join the fleet. 
PUFF, 


- —_— — _— 
- — —— — — a. —— * 
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I you pleaſe. 3 [ Exit Beefeater.' 
Now, who comes. on? | 


Euter GoverNoR, with his hair properly diſorderod. 


— 


„ GOVERNOR, 
A hemiſphere of evil planets reign ! 
And every planet ſheds contagious phrenſy ! 
My Spanith priſoner is lain ! my daughter, 
* Meeting the dead corſe borne along——has gone 
. [ 4 loud flouriſh of trumpets. 
% But hark! I am ſummon'd to the fort, 
« Perhaps the fleets have met! amazing criſis ! 
„O Tilburina! from thy aged father's beard - 


« Thou'ſt pluck'd the few brown hairs which time 
« had left! [Eait Governor, 


'SNEER. 


Poor gentleman ! 
PUFF. 
Yes—and no one to blame but his daughter ! 
DANGLE: 
And the planets 
rr. 
True. Now enter Tilburina !— 
SNEER. 
Egad, the buſineſs comes on quick here. 


PUFF 
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& as 


Yes, Sir—now ſhe comes in ſtark mad in 


white ſatin, | 
SNEER, 


Why in white ſatin ? 


PUFF. 
O Lord, Sir—when a heroine goes mad, ſhe 
always goes into white ſatin—don't ſhe, Dangle? 
DANGLE. 
Always—ir's a rule. 
PUFF. 7:39 | 
Yes—here it is — (looking at the book.) Enter 
Tilburina ſtark mad in white ſatin, and her 
confidant ſtark mad in white linen.” 


Enter TILBURINA and CONFIDANT mad, 


according to cuſtom, 


SNEER. 
But what the deuce, is the confidant to be 


mad too ? 
FF UF. 


To be ſure ſhe is, the confidant is always to 
do whatever her miſtreſs does; weep when ſhe 
weeps, ſmile when ſhe ſmiles, go mad when 
ſhe goes mad. Now madam confidante—bur 
—keep your madneſs in the back ground, if 
you pleaſe, «np 


„ TILBURINA. 


— — — —ß _ 
— nd + 
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„ TILDOURINA. 
« The wind whiſtles the moon riſes—ſee 
4 They have kill'd my ſquirrel in his cage! 
6 Ts this a graſshopper !——Ha ! no, it is my 
« Whiſkerandos——you ſhall not keep him 
„I know you have him in your pocket 
An oyſter may be croſs'd in love Who ſays 
« A whale's a bird?—Ha ! did you call, my love? 
« — He's here! He's there !—He's every where! 
Ah me! He's no where! I Exit Tilburinn. 


193 
There, do you ever defire to ſec any body 
madder than that ? | 
8s E E R. 
Never while J live! 
. 
You obſerved how ſhe mangled the metre ? 


DANGLE. 
Yes—egad, it was the firſt thing made me 
ſuſpect ſhe was out of her ſenſes, 

SNEER, 
And pray what becomes of her ? 
| PUFF. 

She is gone to throw herſelf into the ſea 
to be ſure—and that brings us at once to the 
ſcene of action, and ſo to my cataſtrophe—my 
ſea-fight, I mean. 


SNEER 


THE CRITIC +% 


'SNEER, 
What, you bring that in at laſt? 
PUFF 
Yes—yes—you know my play is called the 
Spaniſh Armada, otherwiſe, egad, I have no oc- 
caſion for the battle at all.- Now then for my 
magnificence!—my battle! my noiſe!—and my 
proceſſion!—You are all ready? 
PROMPTER within. 
Yes, Sir, 
| | UF F. 
Is the Thames dreſt ? 


Enter THAMES with 20 Attendants. 


T THAMES. 
Here J am, Sir. 
PUFF. 

Very well indeed—See, gentlemen, there's a 
river for you! This is blending a little of the 
maſque with my tragedy—a new fancy you 
know—and very uſeful in my caſe ; for as there 
muſt be a proceſſion, I ſuppoſe Thames and all his 
tributary rivers to compliment Britannia with a 
fete in honor of the victory. 


8 NE E R. 


But pray, who are theſe gentlemen in green 
with him. 


" PU F F, 
Thoſe ?—thoſe * his banks. 


PUFF, 
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SNEER. 


His banks? 
P U F F. 


Les, one crown'd with alders and the other 


with a villa you take the alluſions? - but hey ! 
what the plague | you have got both your banks 


on one ſide Here Sir, come round Ever while 


you live, Thames, go between your banks. (Bell 
ringt.) — There, ſoh! now for't!—Stand aſide 
my dear friends — away Thames 

Exit Thames betueen his banks. 


[ Flouriſh of drums----trumpets----cannon, &c. Wc. 
Scene changes to the ſea——the fleets engage——the 
muſich plays * Britons ſtrike hame.'---Spaniſh fleet 
agſtroyed by fire-ſhips, &c.--- Engliſh fleet advances 
==-muſick plays * Rule Britannia,'---The proceſſion 
of all the Engliſh rivers and their tributaries with 
their emblems, &c. begins with Handelt water 
muſick-<-ends with a chorus, to the march in Judas 
Maccabæus. During this ſcene, Puff directs and 
applauds every thing then] 

PUFF... 
Well, pretty well but not quite perfect 
fo ladies and gentlemen, if you pleaſe, we'll re- 
hearſe this piece again to-morrow. | 
CURTAIN DROPS, 
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